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BIOGRAPHIOAli NOTICE. 

T he reign Louis XIV. in France, like tlie age of 

Pericles at ancient Athens, was remarkable for literary 
excellence no less than for military achievements. ■ In 
dramatic poetry the names of Corneille^ Moli^re, and Eacine 
are not unworthy of comparison with those of Sophocles, 
Aristophanes, and Euripides. Like Euripides, Eacine con- 
fined himself almost exclusively to tragedy; but as the former 
has left one Satyric drama, — the Cyclops,*' — as evidence 
of his capacity for sustained humour, so the^latter has given 
us ** Les Plaideurs,** as his sole contribution to the Comic 
M^se. In their distinguishing characteristics as authors, 
the two jDoets have points of resemblance. In both alike 
tenderness and sweetness are more conspicuous than sub- 
limity and force. In each writer there is a cuHoeafelicitas 
•of lai%yage that confers the stamp of originality upon the 
style rather thaiy>n the thoughi)s, which wouldi oftei^appear 
tame an(^ commonplace if expressed in^ess fittingly chosen 
terms. This feature renders the task of a translator an 
especially difficult one, and demands the constant indul- 
gen^ o% a reader who has leftned to appreciate those graces 
of diction which no foreign language can precisely imitate. 
In Eacine, as in Euripides, the play of contending emotions 
is more prominently presented than sensational incidents of 
horror and bloodshed ; and anotfier common ffait is the 
.analytical and argumentative vein which occupies so large 
a space as often to tax the patience of the readeitand still 
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more of the spectator who requires the coustaut stimulus 
of brisk and spajkling^ialogue. 

^Racine’s strict adherence to the unities of action, time, 
and p^ce, as prescribed By Aristotle and enforced bj the 
critical authority ^of Boileau,^ is felt by an Englishman, 
accustomed to the Unlicensed freedom of our own Eliza- . 
*bethan dramatists, as a needless restriction, which tends to 
lender the action monotonous. But this, if it is to be tOr 
garded as a defect, is one from which the French stage has 
been slo^ to emancipate itself ; and then genius Badne 
was of such a kind as to con^rm itself to such shackles 
con amore, far more so than that 5f Corneille or Yoltaite. 
The simplicity of i>lot *in most of Racine's plays enables 
him to exert his peculiar excellence, the skill with which he 
can by constantly shifting the point of view introduce a 
succession of novel effects with few materials. Not but 
that this simplicity is in some cases oanied too far fora 
drama intended for representation on the stage ; as, for 
instance, in “ Berenice," where the changes are rung with 
wearispme iteration on the varying tones of disappoi]:y;ed 
^ve ; whereas the tangled web of passion in such a play as 
“ Andromaque " gives much greater scope for sustaining 
the attention with growing interest to the end. 

Born on or about December 2l8t, 1689, at the lit^<f town* 
of La ^Terte ^Milon, about equidistant f j^m*> Meaux and 
Reims, Jean Raicin^ was the son of a minor goyemment 
official, who was charged with the collection of the salt tax, 
a position which gave him some degree of importance in 
the poet's native place. His Atmily were well eo^nec^ed, 
and the ancestral arms were a rebus of a rat and a swan 
(rat-cygne). He was his father's only son, and* borje his 

* As uiM^rstood by the classical school of French dranmtists, thw 
rules prescribe ^servance ofbthe following conditions: 1. Unity of 
action, ^r the predominance of one main plot 2, Unity of, Which 
' limits the action to the course of a single day. 3. Unity of pieced ^ ^ 
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natxie. He had but one sister, Mariet about a year youngef 
tban^umself. The two children were left orphans when 
Jean was only four years of age, and though they bad a 
step-mother, she does not appear to have tal^en any inte- 
rest in their subsequent fortunes. ThePbrother ana sister ' 
vrete adopted by their parents’ families, Jean finding a 
home wit^ his paternal grandfather, while their mother’^ 
father took care of little Mar%. His grandfather diq^ 
when Jean was only ten ; but his grandmother, Marie des 
Moulins, continqfpd to treat him as a son, andPa tender 
attachment existed between them, as is shown by his cor- 
respondence with his sftiter, until her death in 1663, when 
he had already appeared before tlie yirorld as a poet and 
dramatist. 

He received his earliest education at the college, or 
grammar school, of Beauvais, leaving it at the age of six- 
teen for one^of the three rural branches of the famous 
abbey of Port Boyal, where he remained from 1655 till 
1668* The Port loyalists are closely associated with the 
pq^t’s subsequent career, and the religious influencen which ^ 
were then brought to bear upon his youthful mind were 
destined^ to assert themselves in later life in a way that, ^ 
combined with disappointment and chagrin, changed him 
• fromP^man of pleasure and fashion into a conscientious 
devotee: and the author of “Esther” and “ Athaiie” un- 

0 * s 

doabtedjy owed much to the pious “SoUtaires” under whose 
ehaJ^'he passed the most impressionable years of life. 
But at the time the ardent and imaginative youth chafed 
ag|iust the' austere apirit^lhat prevailed at the Petijbes 
Eooles” of Port Boyal; and the somewhat narrow-minded 
sti^nesg of their rc^fulations long ranlded in his bosom, 
i^d evratt^y fonpd expression in a savage tirade against 
his. old of which further mention will have to 

bh vtadb. ' iL smgie incident willlbe sufficietft to show both 
the disdpUhe to which he was subjected, ind the. 
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^determined spirit witU which he resented opposition to his 
faTonrite tastes. A Gseek romance, written in the fbnrth 
century of the (Jhristian era, by a future Bishop of the 
Church, the ** ^thiopica ”sof Heliodorus, having fallen into 
liis hands, he wa^ perusing it with the utmost avidity, 
when one of his masters, Claude Lancelot, snatched the 
srolume from his hands, and threw it into the^fire. The 
Ij^ameless adventures of Theagenes and Chariclea scarcely 
deserved such violent treatment, but the worthy man no 
doubt ac^d up to his light, and the mei^^name of a love 
story was probably quite cnoifgh to make him deem it . 
pernicious. Young Eacine's curiosity, however, was not to 
be so easily balked, ^and he managed to procure another 
copy. This too was confiscated by the zealous vmgiHer 
morum^ and followed the fate of its predecessor But the 
lad was more than a match for his tutor, and, recovering ' 
the forbidden treasure a third time, made h^mselftmaster 
of its contents, and is even said to have learned them by 
heart. Then with triumphant impertinence he presented 
, the bqpk to Lancelot, saying : “ You may bum this, as jpu 
have done the others.’’ The tale was one that lingered 
^ affectionately in his remembrance, and he was at\me time 
intending to make it the subject of a play, as was actually 
done by Borat about a hundred years afterwards. ^ There * 
are oth^T stoijes told of him^at this time which show that 
his memory was as retentive as his imagination was alert. 

^ Greek poetry was more to his taste than theological dis^ 
quisitions, and he gave his good preceptors much anxkty 
and distress by the zest with Ttfiicfi he devoured the Axe- 
man dramatists, as contrasted with his disinclination for 
pious instruction. Sophocles and Euripides wero his 
favourite authors. He could repeq^t large portions of 
plays, andithey were his chosen companions' when he wah» 
dered through*the woods, or buried himseK in thmr 
«solitucl£s. He made copious notes in the mafgins of li^/ 
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pocket Tolumes, and essayed poetical* composiuons of his 
own Dissimilar themes, a friTolous %nd dangerous amuse- 
ment which, when discovered, drew down* upon hinf tlie 
censure of the authorities, and, as a punishment, it was 
thought advisable to turn his gift to religious uses set- 
ting him the task of translating the Latin hymns of his 
Breviary inlp French verse, an occupation to which he re- , 
turned in the closing years of his^ife. 

He left the Pbrt Royalists before he was nineteen, and 
proceeded to Pam^ in order to study philosophy and logic 
at the College d^Harcourt, •But he appears to have de- 
voted himself with moreTi.rdour to sociability and pleasure, 
with gay companions like the Abbe Le Yasseur and La 
Fontaine, to whom in his letters, and no doubt in his con- 
versation at this period, he loved to mimic the pious 
•phraseology of his former instructors. He was boarded 
with hisi cousin, Nicolas Yitard, who was steward to the 
Due' de Luynes ; and Racine himself, at a later time, 
formed one of that noblepian's household. In an amusing 
letter written to Le Yasseur from Chevreuse, near Ver- 
sailles, he deplores Us absence from Paris as an exile in 
Babylon, hud describes his uncongenial duties in super- 
intending the alterations at the Duke’s chateau, which he 
^aried^ljy^ frequent visits to the neighbouring tavern, and 
by reading and writing poetry, with a soupt^on of rs^nantic 
adventure in connectioii with a lady wjjo, as ^le enigmati- 
'cally remarks, ** mistook me yesterday for a bailiff.” In 
l€dO he made an unsuccessful attempt to get a play of his 
, put j^pon the stage, whidh bare the title of Amasie,” and 
another was at least taken in hand, if not completed. 
3 %^se efforts led him into the society of actors and stresses, 
friends of Port Poyal grew more and more, uneasy 
as to his manner of life. An ode that he wrote about this 
thne m lumaurof king^s marriage with the infanta Maria 

I4U the substantial reward of a hundred 
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touis koT, Se entitled this effuaien “La Nyiaphe dj& la 
Seine.'* He had iaow^ren up all thoughts of his original 
destination, the legal profession, but was induced^ in 1661, to 
prepare himself for holy tf>rders at Uz^s in Languedoc, odth 
his ihatemal uncle, F^re Sconin, who was willing to ree^ 
to him, when qualified, the benefice that he himself held, 
if there should be none other available. Eacipe remain^ 

■ at Uzcs for a*year and ftjore, studying theology, but with 
^is heart still devoted to the Muses, as is shown by his 
critical cremarks upon Pindar and Honj^, which he wrote 
while there. The clerical life Was not one to which Badne's 
temperament, at least at this timsv was at all adapted, and 
it was probably his seit^se of this incompatibility, as much 
as the difficulties which presented themsdves in obtaining 
a satisfactory living, that determined his abandonment of 
a scheme which he had been led to adopt under strong 
pressure from without. He was, indeed, institu^ prior 
of Epinay, but this was an office which could be held by a 
layman; and when it involved Jiiim in a. lawsuit which 
tlwatened to be interminable, he did not care to reta^ it 
long Hifter finding his true vocation as a dramatic author: 

In 1663 Bacine was once more in Paris, and*made the 
acquaintance of Molicre and Boileau. His friendship with 
the latter remained unbroken through life ; but the tonaeifp 
kindngss was repaid with a discourteous ingmtita^e which 
was unpardonable^ and is, unfortunatelyrnot the only in- 
stance of this blemish in his character. It wafc under 
Molicre' a friendly auspices that Bacine’s first published 
play, “La Th^aide,” was pu4 upon the stage. This was 
at the Palais Boyal, Molicre’s own theatre, and it a 
run of a dozen nights, and was revived the neit season. 
It was in the same year (1664) that Louis XIV/s xeeoveiy 
fn>m th^ measles inspired our courtly poet to ce'^brate 
this important event in %uch fiattering verses Was 

rewarded with a pension of six hundred francs^ airi he WM 
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indebted to th^ munificence of the Ooxat fdir many 
freefaeib*' on other occadons. 

Hfar next play was Alexandre le Oradd/’ which^was 
also brougHt out by MoHire, inaDecember, 1665 ; and it 
.wai|in connection with this arrangement that the rupture 
between the two had its origin. The sensitive poet seems 
to haye/ be^ disgusted by the manner in which it was ^ 
being acted ; for, a fortnight aftef it had beSn put on the 
bO^de at the Palais Boyal, Moliere’s company learned^ 
With astohishmeni^nd indignation that it was being simul- 
taneously performed at a riVal theatre, that of the H6tel 
de Bourgogne. The actors at the Palais Eoyal punished 
the poeifs underhand conduct by» mulcting him of his 
sham of the profits, and dividing them all among theUi- 
selves. Another quarrel occurred about this time which 
reflects still less credit upon Bacine’s sense of generosity 
and gratitude.^ His friends of Port Boyal, amongst whom 
were some of his own kinsfolk, regarded his career as a 
writer of plays^ and his iptimacy with actors and actressesr 
wit^ alarm and aversion. His aunt, Agnes Badne, who 
was one of them, wrote him an affectionate letter sor- 
rowful remonstrance, the only immediate effect of which 
was a bitter resentment which soon afterwards found ex- 
*j[)res8h>q in a wholesale invective directed against the prin- 
ciples and practice of the Port Boyalists. His ws|th was 
aggTUtated by a pamphlet war betw^n hi? old master, 
i^rre Kicole, and a certain Desmarets, who had attacked 
all Jansenists as heretics.' Hicole, in his reply, taunted 
De|marets with having formerly written novels and plays, 

\ CSpnislhis was a Dutch di?ine, whose tenets on Grace and 

Fr«|d^Minati<in, a^ set forth in his great work ** Augustinus,” were con< 
by three successive Popes. The Jansenisi doctrines were sup 
by the Port Kojralists and uppos^ by the Jesuits i* France, tin 
^^ndpsl cbampioiis of the Ibrmer party being Pascal, Arnauld, and 
^^Klcscds. 
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and too)t oc&sion tb inveigh against all such peopl^ as 
public poisoners. * B^ine chose to consider hitns^ 
senaily insultedfby these strictures, and wrote a caup& df 
violent letters, in which ke did all he could to etpose ^e 
Port loyalists to ridicule and contempt. The publicatjioh 
of the first of these letters widened the breach that already* 
existed between them and their headstrong jfrotegi ; but ^ 
he was inducdd by the judicious advice of Boileau to forego 
liis intention of sending the second letter also to the pre^ 
nor did«it see the light of publicity ty> after the pOet^S 
death. He even endeavoured*to arrest the sale of the first 
letter, and long afterwards, at a nfeeting of the Academy, 
referred to this incident as the most disgraceful spot in 
his life, and one that he would give his heart’s blood to 
efface. 

In 1667 one of his best tragedies, and by many it is 
reckoned his masterpiece, was acted at the ^dtel 4e Bour- 
gogne. This was “ Andromaque,” and the part of the 
heroine was taken by Mademoiselle du PArc, whom Badne 
persuaded to leave the Palais Boyal for the purpose, ^ts 
success was immediate, and his reputation established as a 
formidable rival to Gorueille. Nor has the verdi^ of pos- 
terity &iled to confinn the judgment of his contemporaries. 
With the exception of “ PhJdre,” no other of his t^^edied* 
has beqp more often represented at Parisian theatres, and 
the late G. ll. Lqyres, among English critics, )ias pro- 
nounced the character of Hermione to be the finest ereatioxi 
of Bacine’s genius. 

“ Andromaque ” was followid in 1668 by his first jnd 
last comedy, “ Les Flaideurs ; ” and the popularity of this 
clever travesty of law and lawyers has, like Cowper’e 
John Gilpin,” made the author’s name &miliar to many 
who have little or no acquaintance with his more serious 
work. He had himself had some experience of a court of 
justices It has been already mentioned that he held for W 
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timo the title of Prior of Epinav ; bht his right was dis- 
put^«#and the lawsuit that followed brought the whole 
into such a state of mystification and confusion 
that the prospect of any definite decision seemed as remote 
as* the Greek Kalends. No such witty* satire had been 
directed against the gentlemen of the long robe since the 
days of Bab^lais, though somehow it failed to make a hit i 
at firsts but when le grand monftrque ” deiced to laugh^ 
at iif Paris began to see the joke, and laughed too. 

PUu^ine was now^^teadily producing a new dramd almost 
every year; and between 1664 and 1677 ten of his plays 
were acted on the Paris boards. He only wrote two more, 
after a long interval, and those for special purpose, and 
in quite another vein. In 1673 he received the blue ribbon 
of literary ambition, the honour of admission among the 
famous forty of the Academie Fran 9 aise, which had been 
founded Jby Richelieu in 1635. Pour years later he was 
appointed to sliare with his friend Boileau the distinction 
of historiographer to th^ king, to which office there was 
atts^hed the annual salary of 2,000 crowns. He wa%thus 
relieved fibm the necessity of supporting himself by writing 
, for the stage, and this had probably as much to do with 
his long silence, which lasted from 1677 to 1689, as the 
annoyance and disappointment which he felt at the com- 
parative failure of his latest and perhaps l^st classical 
tragedy, “ PhSdre^* A plot had been set on foot by the 
DuchessS de Bouillon and others to damn the play by 
buying up all the best seats at the theatre of the Hdtel 
Boulogne, where “ Phedre 'bwas to appear, and by start- 
ing a rival drama at another house, composed by a book- 
sellers hack of the name of Pradon on the very same 
theihe. For the first few nights Racine’s play was acted 
to. empty boxes, and though the triumph of his^ enemies 
was short Uved, the poet’s feelings were so deeply wounded 
that he renounced aU further efforts to court the favdur of 
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the fiekle public. He had even serious thoughts of for- 
saking the world altogether, and becoming a moii^Jc, jbut^ 
vTas \>ersuaded to adopt what .for him at least waS; w 
doubt a wiser course, an#at the age of thirty-eight (1512^) 
he married CatUbrine de^Bomanet, a simple minded Jbiut 
excellent woman, who had a little fortune of her own* > Ab 
• a husband and a father (he had a family of tyo sons and 
^ve daughters), he gav^ himself up to a blameless ,and 
domestic life, and a complete reconciliation with the Soli- 
taires of Port Koyal was cemented by % frank a^logy foi? 
the sarcasms which he had leWled against them ten ye^’ 
before. Boileau acted as i^eacenlaker on this occasiojn, ns 
he had endeavoured iso do when the rupture took place, 
and it is amusing to learn how the austere Antoine Arnauld 
and Pierre Nicole were persuaded to read their^ old pnpiVs 
version of the time-honoured story of Phaedra and Hlppo- 
lytus, and that the former relented so far ^ to praise the 
moral lesson which it taught, though he could not forgive 
him for trying to improve upon Euripides, and complained, 
•‘Why did he make Hippolytus in love P 
As the king’s historiographers, Boileau and Bsj^ine ac- 
companied his victorious troops on several campaigns, but 
neither of them did more than accumulate materials which 
were never reduced to any coherent and permanegt^shap#. 
Like ithe ypunger poet, ]goileau discogtinued ^1 other 
literary work for many years after his appointment to this 
office. The regularity of Bacine’s married life was all that 
his friends of Port Boyal could desire. He mapped out 
his hours with methodical precision, giving one ^i|d of 
his day to devotional exercises, another to his profession 
avocations, and the remainder to his family and friends* 
Madame de Maintenon, whom Louis XIV. had pi^t^ly 
married 4n 1684, took a warm interest in a convent for the 
education of young ladies, which she had est^blishSed, At 
St. C^r. Here it was the custom for the gtrb to 
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plays 9 >t oerfain times, <cluefly those of Corneille and Racine ; 
wd tnit they had done on one occasion with such evident 
reJishfoT the tenderer passages, when *' Andromache ” had 
he(;p selected for performance, thiA it was^deemed uniuit> 
able* for repetition, and Racine was requested by Madame 
de Haintenon to write something expressly for her young 
IchargCMS of a more edifying tendency. Boileaa advised him * 
ito decline the commission as one beneath his powers, but * 
fhe was unwilling to offend Madame de Mainten^n, and 
determined to do* bis best. .The fruit of this resolution 
was the sacred drama of “Esther,” which was privately 
^Iformed at the Maison de St Cyr in 1689, and met with 
much applause. Encouraged by this success, he essayed 
a higher flight in “ Athalie,” which was acted by the same 
young performers in 1691, and is justly regarded as the 
finest specimen of its Mnd. Neither of these sacred dramas 
was action a public stage till long after Racine's death, 
whi<^ occurred on tiie 12th of April, 1699. A short his- 
tory of Port Royal was hi^last work, and formed a fitting 
concktsion to his chequered relations with that cclebiflited 
commiuufy ; for therein he did full justice to the merits to. 
which he had been blinded by passion in the hotter days 
of his theatrical career, and nobly repaid the debt of grati- 
tude tfiat he owed to those tvhose pious instruction^ had 
so long lain dorm^t but not dead, as testified d}y his* sub- 
sequent cpiiTersion and the exalted religibus sentiments of 
fais later writings. 
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THE* BBOTHEBS AT WAB 
A TRAGEDY. 






INTRODUCTION TO THE THEBAID. 


’^HlS^lay.whicli was first a(9ted in 1664, when Racine was 
-L in his twenty-fifth yeai^* is a tragedy founded upon the 
" wren against Thebes *’ of JSschylus and the Phoenician 
Women” of Euripides. The part of Hoemon is borrowed 
from the ‘ - Antigone ” of Sophocles, and free use has been 
made of Rotrou's tragedy of the same name. The author, , 
in the preface to this drama in his collected works, begs 
the readei;*8 indulgence for its imperfections, in considera- 
tion of the early^age at which he wrote it. He apologizes 
for the wholesale slaughter of nearly all the characters at 
its close on the ground that he has therein only followed 
tradition. Lo^e occupies but a subsidiary place in 4he 
development of the plot, the main theme being the hatr^ 
between the sons of (Edipus, as inheritors of the cur^ 
pronounced against the latter for the parricide and incest 
D^^hiclji he' was unwittingly guilty. 

The ihfliience of Corneille is strongly marked in .thjs the 
earliest of Racine’s f>ublished plays ; and neithef in matter 
nor style ii| there more than a faint promise of original 
^nius. . 



CHARA-CTfiBS. 

Kteocles, King of Thebes, 

PoLTNXCBS, hrcther of BUeoeUs. 

JocASTA, mother of those two ptmces^ and of Antigone, 
Anyiqone, sister of Eteoclcs and Polynvces, 

Crbon, their tificle. * 

son of Cfreon, lover of Antigofie, 

Oltmpia, confidential friend, of docasta. 

^ Attalus, confidential friend of Creon, 

A Soldi ER of the army of Polynices, 

Guards. 


The scene is laid at Thebes, in a r<x>m of the palace. 
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OR, 

THE BUfOTHEJlS AT WAR/ 

ACT 1. 

Scene 1. 

JocASTA, Olympia, 

JOGASTA. 

Olympia, are they gone ? grief is mine. 

To with weeping for one moment’s rest ! 

For m long months mine eyes have open’d thus 
Only to tears, nor ever closed in peace : 

Ah, would that death might seal them up for aye. 
Ere they behold this darkest deed of all ! 

Have twx encountered P 


olympiaT 

From th’ high city wall 
1 saw their hosts for battle all array’d. 

Their bright arms flashing «in sun ; then left 

The ramparts straight to bring you word ; for there 
I saw the king himself march, sword in hand. 
Before his troops, teaching the stoutest hearts 
Surf>assing eagerness to dare the worst. 

JOCASTA. 

No doubt remains, Olympia, they are bent 
On* niutual filaughter. Let the Princess know. 
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And bid her hasten hither. Bighteoiis Heav’n, 
Support mj makneBB. We must after them* 

Tm these unnatural brothers, or else die 
Slain bj their hands. jPhe fatal daj is come. 

Bare dread of -srhich has fill’d me with despair ? 

Of no avail have been my prayers and tears ; 

The Fates not yet their wrath have satisfied. 

O Sun, tl^t givest light to aU the world, • 

Why hast thou left us not in deepest night? 

Shall thy fair beams on deeds of darkness shine,. 
Nor horror turn thine eyes from whal^we see? 
Alas, such portents can appal no more, 

The race of La’ius has made thejn trite ; 

Thou canst unmoved behold my guilty sons, 

For crimes more heidous yet their parents wrought 
Thou dost not shudder if my sons forswear 
Their solemn oaths, unnatural murderers both, 
Knowing them from incestuous union born, 

Bather would’st wonder were they virtuous. 


Scene 2, 

Jocasta; Antigone, Olympia. 

JOCASTA. 

My daughter, have you heard our miseiy ? 

ANTIGONE. 

Yes, they have told me of my brothers^ rage. 

JOCASTA. 

Let us then hasten, dear ^tigoi^e, 

To stop, if it may he, their fmtricide. 

Come, let us show them what they hold most des|iYi 
And see if they will yield to our attack. 

Or if in blinded frenzy they will dare 
To shed our blood, ere each the other slays. 

ANTIGONE. 

Mother, ’tis over ! Eteodes is here^! 
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Scene 8. 

JOCASTA., EtbOOIiBS, ANTiSONB, OliTKPIA. 
JOCASTA. 

Your arm, Oljmpia ! Angauh makes me weak. 

STEOCLlfeS. 

Mother, what trouble ails you ? 

I 

JOCASTA. 

Ah ! my son I 

Do not I see your raiment stain’d with blood ? 

Is it your brother’s blood P Is it your own ? 

ETBOGLES. 

No, Madam, it is neither. In his camp ' . 

My brother Pofynices loiters yet, 

And will not meet my challenge face to face. 

But only sent an Argive force, that dared 
Disjmte our sally from these walls ; rash fools ! 

I made them bite the dust ; their blood it is, 
Which you may see. 

. JOCASTA. 

But what did you intend P 
What sudden impulse led you, all at once, ^ 

To pour your troops upon the plain P 


ETEOCLBS. 

• *Twas time 

I ac^.as I did, for, lingering here. 

My grew tarnish’d, and hard words arose 
From;iM} the people, blaming me for sloth, 

Wheif 4<>om’d already Famine’s dreadful form ; 

I heard regrets that they had crown’d me king, 
ComplSimts that I.had fail’d to justify 
Hieir choice to that high rank. So, come what may,^ 
I mu^ content them ; Thehes from this day forth 
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Shall captive be no ihore ; no troops of mine 
Being left to overaw% let her decide* 

Alone* the issun. I have men enough 
To keep the field ; if Fo^iune aid our arms, 

Bold Polynices and his proud allies 
Shall leave her free, or perish at my feet 

JOCASTA. 

^Hcav'ns ! dould you let such blood your arms defil^? 
Has then the crown for you such fatal charm ? ^ 

If only«to be gain’d by fratricide, ^ • 

Would my son wear it at a price so dear? 

Does honour urge ? With you a^pne it rests 
To give us peace without recourse to crime, 

And, vanquishing^yoifir savage wrath this day, 

Your brother satisfy and reign with him. 

ETEOGLES* 

To share my crown ! And call you that to jreign# 

To tamely yield what my own right has giv’n ! * 

JOCASTA. 

You know, my son, how birth and justice grant 
This dignity to him as well as you ; 

How C^ipus, ere ending his sad course, 

Ordain’d that each of you his year should reign, 

And, leaving but one kingdom to bequeath. 

Will’d you should both b^ rulers in you» turn. 

To these conditions you subscribed. The lot 
Summon’d you first to pow’r supreme, and so 
The throne you mounted, unopposed by him. 

Unwilling now to let him talus ydur place. 

ETEOCLES. 

No, Madam ; to the sceptre he has lost 
All claiig, since Thebes refused to ratify 
Our compact, and, in iflahing me her king, 

’Tis she, not I, who barr’d him from the throne: 

Has Thebes less reason now to dread his pow’r. 
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After six Tnonths of outrage at his haftds ? * 

Hoir cguld she e’er obey that savage^Prince 
. V^ho arms against her Famine and tne Swerd ? • 

How eould she take for king Mycense’s slave, 

Who for all Thebans hatred only reels ? ^ 

■VVW, the king of Argos basely bound,* 

' hi^ in marriage to our bitterest foes ? 

For Asrgos chose him for his son-in-law, 

thSt by his means he might behold* 

. in ashes. Love had little part 

In such fetal union ; fury lit the torch ^ 

Of Hymen. Th^s, t’escap^ his chains, crown’d me, 
Expects thro’ me to see her troubles end. 

Must needs accuse me if 1 play her false, — 

1 am her captive, I am not her king^ 


JOCABTA. 

^Say, rather say, ungrateful heart and fierce. 
Nought else, cto move you like the diadem. 

Yet I am wrong ; it is not royal rank. 

But guilt alone, that has a charm for you. 

since your soul so hungers after that, 

Why stop at fratricide ? Slay me as well. 

Seems it small sin to shed a brother’s blood ? 

I offer you my own. Will that sufiioe ? 

Thus Jhen will you have vanquish’d all your foes, 
Kemoved all checks, committed every crime, 

No hateful rival to the throne be left, 

^ And you {>e greatest of all criminals ! 


BTEqpLES. 


' 

What^will content you. Madam ? Must I leave 
The throne, and crown my brother king instead ? 
Must I, to further your unjust design. 

Own him as lord who is my subject now, 

And, to advance you to your heigbl of bliss. 
Yield myself up a prey to his revenge ? 

Must Z ‘Submit to die r — 



10 


•BAcnrs’s VoBBS* 


[ao^i; 


JOGA6TA. 

'Wliat wo^a are these ? 

Good Heav’ns ! How ill^ou read my secret heart! 
I doliot ask you*to resign your sway ; 

Beign still, my son, for such is my desire ; 

But if my many woes can pity stir, 

^ If in your breast you keep some love for me, 

Or if your own unblemish*d fame be dear, 

Then let your brother share that high estate ; 

Only aif empty splendour wilj be his ; • * 

Your pow’r enhanced thereby will sweeter prove ; 
Your subjects' all will praise the generous deed, 
And ever wish to keep^ prince so rare ; 

This noble act wiirnot impair your rights. 

But render you the greatest of all kings. 

As the most just. Or, if you will not bend 
To meet a mother’s wish, if, at such price. 

Peace seems impossible, and pow’r alone • 

Has charms for you ; at least, to give me ease. 
Suspend your arms. Grant to ypur mother’s tears 
This favour, while I seek your brother’s camp : 

Pity perchance may in his soul reside ; 

Or I at least may bid my last farewell. 

This moment let me go, e’en to his tent. 

And unattended ; this shall be my hope ; 

My heart-felt sighs may move him to relent. , • 

ETEOCLES. 

Mother, you need not go ; here may you see 
Your son agam, if in that intervif^w 
You find such charms. It rAts ^ith him alone 
To effect a truce. This very hour your wish 
May be fulfill’d, this palace welcome him. 

I will go further, and, that you may know 
He wrongs me in imputing treachery, 

And tharl play no hateful tyrant’s part, 

Let sentence be pronounced by gods and men* 

If 8o\he people will, to him I yield ^ 
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Mjr place but let him bow to tbeir*decree/ 

If it J5e exile ; yea, I pledge my wqjrd, 

and unfetter’d Thebes shall choose her kmg. 


Scene 4. 

JocAStA, Eteocles, Aetigone, Cbeoni Olympia* 

GBEON, 

The sally has alAm’d your ^subjects, sire ; 

Thebes at your fancied loss already weeps, 

^While horror and affright reign everywhere, 

And people tremble gazing from the yralls. 

eteocles. 

. Soon shall their vain alarm be quieted. 

Madam, I go to join my gallant troops ; 

Meanwhile fou. may accomplish your desires, 

Bring Polynices in, and talk of peace. 

Creon, the queen commands here in my room, 

Prepare the people to obey her will ; 

Your son, Menasceus shall be left behind 
To take and give her orders ; him I choose, 

For, high repute with all to valour join’d, 

^ His pxerits will the timid reassure, 

And give no handle to the enemy. 

Command his service, Madanu 

{To Cbbon.) 

Follow me. 


. * CBBON. 

What, sire ! — 

ETEOCLES. 

Yes, Creon, I am so resolv’d. 

CBEON. 

And do you thus resign your sovereign pow’r 
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ETEOCLES. 

Whether I do or jiot, nfi'er rex jourself ; 
Fulfil my bidding, and come after me. 


Scene 5. 

JOCAATA, AnTIOONE, CrEON, OlTMPX/. 
CREON. 

What ha^e you done ? Madam, what c(fii!tBe is this, . 
To make the conqueror seek ignoble flight ? 

Your counsel ruins all. 


JOCASTA. 

Nay, all preserves ; 

' For thus, and thus alone, can Thebes he saved. 

CREON. 

What, Madam ! when, (our state being strong as now, 
Contingents of six thousand men ^nd more 
Swelling our ranks and promising success,) 

* The kfhg lets victory from his hands be snatch’d ! 

JOCASTA. 

IThere may be conquest, yet no glory won ; 

Shame and remorse oft follow victory. 

When htothe(js twain for mutual slaughter arm. 

To part them not be to*lose them bo&: 

Or if one conquer, to have suifer’d him 
So to prevail were his worst injury, 

CREdlr. 

Too high their wrath has ris’n — 

JOCASTA. 

It may be calm’d. 


Both ^sh to reign. 


CREON. 
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JOCASTA. 

And so in truth thef shall. 

GBE'ON. 

Engs’ majesty admits no partnership ; 

'Tis no commodity to be resign’d, 

And then ^sumed. 

JOCASTA. 

They shall accept as law 
The interest of tlte State. 

• CBEON. 

Which^s ip have 

A single king, who, governing his realms 
With constant sway, accustrims to his laws 
People and Princes. But alternate rule 
Would give two tyrants, when it gave two kings. 
One brother ^ould the other^s work destroy 
By contrary decrees ; they’d ever be 
Scheming to exercise despotic pow’r, 

Ajid public policy would change each year. 

put a period to their sovereignty 
Means to give greater scope for violence. 

Both in their turn would make their subjects groan 
Like mountain torrents lasting but a day, 

* Whifcbany barrier makes more dangerous, 

Buiu and miser;^ must mark t^eir course. 

' JOCASTA. 

Nay, rather shall we see the brothers vie 
In noble schemes to win thgir country’s love. 

But, Creon, own that all your trouble springs 
From fear lest peace should render treason vain. 
Seat my sons firmly in the throne you seek. 

And break the snares you set to catch their steps. 
As at their death there falls by right of birth 
Into your hands the jpceptre, natural ties 
Of common blood between you and my sons 
Make you regard them as your greatest foes. 



[act 


CBBON. 

I nourish no such fancies ; for ^ the king 
Hy high respeot is ardent and sincere ; 

And mj ambition is not, as you think, 

To reach the.throne, but to maintain him there. 
My sole (!bncem is to exalt his pow*r ; 

I hate his foes, and there lies all my crime : 

I CA^ not to deny it. But, methints, 

This crime of mine finds^o like feeling here. 

JOCASTA. 

I am his mother, Oreon ; if I love 

His brother, is the king less dear for that f 

Let cringing courtiers hate him as they may, 

A mothers tender heart beats ever true. 

ANTIOONE. 

Your interest herein is one with ours, 

• The king has enemies that are not yours ; 

You are a father, and amongst his foes, 
Consider, Oreon, that your son is found, 

For Polydices ]|as no warmer^friend 
Than Hssmon. 

CBSON. 

True, nor am I less^than just ; 
He holds in my rega^ a speciaV place, 

Which is, as it should be, to hate him more 
Than any other ; in just wrath I wish 
That all might hate him as his father does. 

AUTIQOKE. 

After siich valiant deeds as he has wrought, 
^e general fee[liu^ has another bent. 
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And your ambition, afming at the crown. 
Inspires a hatred which they share alike. 
With dangerous Counsels you infect the king, 
And make a friend of one to ruin both. 
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qBxov. 

X 800 itt Madam, and I gri0y0 tharea^, 

But know my duty when a son reyolts ; 

All ^080 grand 0zploit8 that hav 9 won him prm80 
Ezt|t 0 my just resentment. For Disgrace 
Is ever constant ip the rebel's side ; 

His bravest actions bring his greatest guilt, 

The prowess^f his arm but marks his crime, 

And Q-lory scorns to own Disloyalty. 

ANTIOONB. 

Heed better Nature’s voice. 

CBEON. 

The dearer he 

Who does th’ offence, the more the ill is felt. 

ANTIGONE. 

But should a &ther carry wrath so far ? 

You hate too much. 

2beon. 

You are too lenient. 

In pleading for a rebel you transgress. 

ANTIGONE. 

f he catise. of Innocence is worth a word. 

CBEON.* 

1 know what makes his innocence for you. 

ANTIGONE. 

And I what makes him hateful in your sight. 

CBEON. 

For liove sees not like common eyes. 

JOCASTA. 

Beware 

Of what my wrath can do, when you abuse 
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The liberty which may be stretch’d too far 
And brinx down ruimon your head at last. 

^VTIOOBIB. 

The*public goo<L weighs little on his soul, 

And Patriotism masks another flame. 

I know it, Creon, but abhor a suit, 

Which ’twerg your wisdom to leave unexpresa'6. 

CBEOX. 

I’ll do^o, Madam ; and, beginning now,* 

Will rid you of my presence. For I see 
To pay you my respect but points your scorn : 
My son, — more happjj, — shall supply my room. 
The king has summoned me, and I obey. 
Hadmon and Polynjices, — send for them. 
Farewell. 

JOCASTA. 

Yes, wicked schemer, both will ceme, 
And with united efforts foil your plots. 


Scene 6; 

JoGASTA, Antigone, Olympia. 

^ ANTIGONE. 

The traitor ! W]iat a height of insolence ! 

JOCASTA. 

All his presumptuous wordawill turn to shame. 
For soon, if our desires are heard in Heav’n, 

Peace will ambition’s retribution bring. 

But every hour is precious, we must baste 
And summon Hesmon and your brother too ; 

I am prepared to grant them to this end 
Whate’er safe conducf they think fit to ask. ^ 
Ajid gracious Heav’n, if Justice may give pause 
To my misfortunes, then incline to peace 
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llie heart of Polynioes ; aid my sighs/ 

Make ek>quent my trouble and my tears ! 

AKTioONE (al§ne). 

If Heaven can feel compassion for a flame# 
As iftnocent as mine, then bring me back 
My Heemon faithful still, and grant to-day 
That with my lover Love himself joay come. 


^CT II. 

Scene 1, 

Antigone, H^mon. 

H^MON. 

What ! Will you rob me of the face I love 
So soon, when I have suffer’d a whole year 
Of aj^ence ? Have you call’d me to yoilr side 
To snatch away again so sweet a prize ? 

ANTIGONE. 

Shall I so soon, then, cast a brother off, 

And let my mother seek the gods alone ? 

Ought I to shape Ay duty to yoiir wish, ^ 

Think but of love, and care for peace no more ? 

^jEMON. 

No duty bids thee thwart my Tiappiness ; 

They can consult the oracle full well 
Without us. Let me rather at your eyes 
Question my heart’s Divinity what fate 
Is mine. Should I be overbid to ask 
If their accustom’d sweetness welcolne still 
The thought of my affection, nor resent 
My ardour ? Can they pity where they wound ? 
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While cruel ^absenc^ dragg’d its weary course, 

Say, have y 6 u wish’d^me to be faithful still ? 

Thought you bow Death was threatening, far from you, 
A lover who should die ]}ut at your knees ? 

Ah when such beauty j)enctrateB the soul. 

When the heart*dares to lift its hopes to you, 

How sweet to worship charms divinely fair ! 

What torture when they vanish out of 'sightly 
Each momeift's separatiSn seem’d an age ; 

* And I had long since closed my sad career, 

Had I not trusted, till I might return. . 

That aDsouce would to you be proof o^ove, 

And my obedience in your memojry dwell 
To plead for me while banish’d from your face ; 

And that each thQught of me would make you think, 
How great must be the love that thus obeys. 

AHTiaONE. 

Yes, I knew well that such a faithful soul ^ 

Would find the pain of absence bard to bear ; 

And, if I may my secret thoughts reveal. 

The wish would sometimes come that you might feel 
Some shade of bitterness, to make the days, 

Parted from me, seem longer than before. 

But blame me not, for mine own heart was full 
Of sorrow, and but wish’d that you might share 
Its load, grown yet more heavy since the war 
Brought your invading forces on this land. 

Ah ! with hat anguish did I then behbld 
My dearest, on opposing sides array’d ! 

With countless pangs my heart was tom to see 
Loved ones without our walls, Icjved ones within : 

At each assault a thousand ferrors clash’d 
111 conflict, and a thousand deaths I died. 

HiEMON. 

Tis piti|ul indeed ; but have I done 
Aught but as you youf self directed me ? 

In fallowing Polynices I obey’d 

Your wish ; nay more, your absolute command. 
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A friend's devoted heart I pledg’d him then, 
Quittethmy country, left my father’s^side, ^ 

Tliereby incurring his indignant wrath, 

And, worst of all, banish’d mysell from you. 

ANTIOONE. 

I bear it all jn mind ; Hsmon is right, 

Tn serving Polynices, me you serv^. 

Dear was he then to me, and dear to-day, 

All that was done for him was done for me. 

We loved each oth4r from ouatenderest years. 

And o’er his heart I held unrivall’d swaj ; 

T<f please him was my clnef delight, to share 
His sorrows was the sister’s privilege. . 

0 that such pow’r to move him still were mine i 
Then would he love the peace for which 1 yearn ; 

Our common woe would so be lull’d to rest. 

And I should see him, nor would you from me 
Be parted. 

HAiMON. 

t 

He abhors this dreadful war ; 

Yea,*I have seen him sigh with grief and rage. 

That he has been compell’d to make his way 
Thro’ bloodshed to regain his father’s throne. 

Hope that the gods, touch’d by our miseries. 

Will soon the rift between the brothers heal ; 

May Heav’n restore affection to their hearts, 

And in their sister^s breast keep love alight ! 

ANTIOONE. 

That latter task indeed, a& ! dbubt it not. 

Were easier far than to appease their rage. 

Well do 1 know them both, and am assured 
Their hearts, dear Hsemon, are more hard than mine. 
But sometimes Heav’n works marvels past belief. ^ 
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Scene 2 . 

Antioonb,*Hjbmow, Oltmpia. 

ANTIGONE. 

• Now let US hear what said the oracle. 

What must iFe done? 

OLTMPIA. 

Alas ! 

ANTIGONW. c 

. What! were 70U told 
That war must stiU be waged ? 

OLraFiA. 

Ah ! worse than that ! 

HAMOH. 

What woe is this the angry Fo^rs portend ? 

V 

OLTMPIA. 

Prince, hear the answer for yourself, then judge; 

Ye Thebans, thus doth Fate ordain, 

That if ye would from war be freed, 

. c' The last hope of the royal seed 

With blood putpour’d your land mlist stain.” 

ANTIGONE. 

How has this offspring of a Jiapless race 
Desery’d such condemnation, oh, ye gods ? 

Was not my father’s death vengeance enough. 

That wrath must follow all our family? 

H^MON. 

Lady, this sentence is not aim’d at you, 

Porwirtue shelters you from punishment. 

The gods can read your innocence of heart. 
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ANTIOONB. • 

Tho’ innocence affords no trusty shield, 

Yet *tis not for myself 1 fear their stroke. 
The guilt of (Edipus will slay his child « 
Waiting without a murmur for her death. 
But if I must my ground of dread disclose. 
It is for you^ dear Hasmon, that I fear ; 

From that unhappy stock like us^you spring. 
I see too plainly tnat the wrath of Heaven 
This baleful honaiv will to you extend 
As unto us, and make our princes wish 
Tt^ir birth had been frqpi lowest of the low. 

HJEMON. 

Can I regret a destiny so grand, 

Or shrink from meetmg such a noble death P 
To be descended from the blood of kings 
Is glorious, e’en if we must lose that blood 
Soon as received. 


AifriaoNB. 

If any sin is ours, 

Should Heav’n for that take vengeance upon you ? 
The father and the children might suffice, 

Without more distant quest for guiltless blood. 

offence that we inherit ’tis for us 
To expiate. Then slay us, heav’nly Pow’rs, 

But spare the resU 

My sire, dear Hsemon, brings 
Tour utter ruin now, and I, perchance, 

Yet more than he. j^unishment falls on you. 

And on your House, becaSise ^y father sinn’d, — 

And you have loved his daughter, which has wrought 
More harm than incest and than parricide. 

HXiMOK. 

My love, say you P Is that a fatalwerime ? 

Can it be wrong to love celestial charms ? 

And since my passion meets such sweet response. 
How can it e’er deserve the wrath of Heav’n P 
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Mj sighs concern you and jour heart alone* 
For YOU it is t^ judgd if they offend : 

As to your potent sentence they appeal, 

Shall they be blamable or innocent. 

Let C^v’n decide my ruin if it will. 

Still shall the causes of that fate be dear. 
Proud shall 1 be to die because I claim 
Kinship wit^ royalty, ai^d happier still # 
To die your subject. In this common wreck. 
Why should I wish to live a life forlorn ? 

The gods would all in vain my death delay. 
Their mercy would be foil'd ^y my despair. 
But after all perchance our fears are vain. 
Patience ! 

Lo, Polynlces and the Queen I 


Scene 3. 

JoCASTA, POLTNICES, AnTIOONE, HaSMOK. 
POLYNIOE8. 

Cease to oppose me, in the name of Heav’n : 

I plainly see peace is impossible. 

1 hoped the eternal justice of the gods 
Might against tyranny declare itself. 

And, weaiy of the sight of so much blood. 

Might grant to each of us his proper raSik ; 

But, since they b&ck injustice openly. 

And side with guilt, I can no longer hope. 

When Heav’n itself favours unrighteousness. 

That a rebellious people ma;p be Just. 

Shall then a shameless rabble judge my cause. 
Whose base self-interest, tho' remote from his. 
Inspires the zeal that serves my enemy. 

The multitude admit not Reason’s sway. 

Victim iffready of this^people’s scorn, 

Me they have banish'd, nor will take again 
Th* Sffended prince, whom they a tyrant deem. 
And as to honour's dictates they are deaf. 


• • 
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^ They think the aim of all the world, Revenge. 
iTheir hfttred owns no curb, but, started onc^, 
r Holds on its course for ever. 

• JOCASTA. 

* K, indeed, 

This people have such fear of you, my Son, 

And all the Thebans dread your seveVeignty, 

Why, when they steel their hearts against your plea, 

Thro* bloodshed seek the sceptre they withhold ? 

POLYNTCES. 

Is It the people’s part to choose their lord ? 

Soon as they hate a king must he resign# 

His crown ? And by their hatred or their love, 

Is his right lin^ited to mount the throne, 

Or leave it? With affection or with fear 
Let these regard me, as they will ; what birth, 

Not their caprice, has made, they must accept, 

And pay respect if they refuse to love. 

• 

^ JOCASTA. 

When subjects hate their king, he then becomes 
A tyrant. 

POLYNICES. 

Nay, a lawful prince can ne’er 
Be call’d such. N^e deserve that odious nam§ 

With rights like mine, nor does a people’^ hate 
Blake tyrants. Bather name my brother so. 

JpCASTA. 

He’s loved by all. 

POLYNICES. 

A tyrant ’tis they love, 

Who by a hundred tricks of meanness tries 
To keep the footing he has gain’d by force ; 

Who learns from pride lessons of humbleness, 

His brother’s tyrant, but his people’s slave. 

To keep the sceptre to himself, he bends 
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Submissive, and,' to make me hated, courts 
Contempt. Npt without cause do they prefer 
A traitor, for the people love a slave. 

And fear to have a mastir. To consullt 
Thefr whims were treason done to royalty, 

JOCASTA. 

Has discord*then for yoh such matchless charms, 
Already weary of the armistice ? 

After iguch troubles shall we never cea|^» 

You, to shed blood, and I, te weep in vain? 

Will you grant nothing to a mot]^er’B tears ? 
l^aughter, restrain your brother, if you can ; 

Erst was your love the only check he own'd. 

ANTIOONB. 

Ah ! if his soul is deaf to pity's voice 
For your sake, can his former love for me, • ' 
Estranged by absence, leave me room for hope ? 
Scarce in his memory have I st^l a place : 

He knows ^o pleasure but in shedding blood. 

Nq longer Inay we trust to find in him ^ 

The gallant prince who shuddered at the thought 
Of crime, whose generous soul with kindness teem'di 
Honour’d his mother, and his sister loved : 

Now Nature’s ties for him are idle dreams. 

That /lister jie disowns, that mother scojms ; 

And his Ingratitude, long nurs’d by Pnde, 

Holds us as strangers, yea, as enemies. 

POLYKIG^B. 

Charge not that sin on my sore troubled soul : 

Say rather, Sister, you yourself are changed, 

Say, the unjust usurper of my rights 
Has robb’d me of a sister’s tenderness. 

The same as ever, I forget you not. 

ANTZOONB. 

* Hard heart, is this to love as I love you. 
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To rest unmoved by all my painful sigba* 

To doom me still to sorrows manifold t 

POLTNICES. 

Si^r, is this to love your brother then, 

To ur^ entreaties justice must refuse, 

To wish to wrest the sceptre from my hand ? 
Te gods ! Tlf^n Eteodes himself is kind ! 

A tyrant wrongs me, yet you favour him 
Unfairly. 


ANTIGONE. 

* Nay, I hold your interests dear. 

Think not these eyes are false that ^eel) for you ; 
My tears conspire not with your enemies. 

That peace for which I yearn would be to me 
Torture — should Polynices lose thereby 
A throne. The only favour that I seek 
Is for a longer.space to look on you. 

My Brother ; suffer me to see your face 
A few brief days, and giv^ me time to find 
Some means that may restore you to the rank 
Whfch you inherit, without loss of blood 
So precious. Can you now refuse to grant 
This little favour to a sister's tears, 

A mother’s sighs? 

JOCASTA. 

What have you yet ^o fear ? 
Why wish so soon to leave us ? All this day, 

Is it not all included in the truce P 
Must it be ended ere ’tie well begun ? 

See how your brother, laying aown his arms. 
Permits our meeting, — is your will more stem ? 

ANTZCK>NE. 

Yes, Brother, his compassion passeri yours; 

His mother’s tears can move him, and our grief 
To«day has forced him to disarm his wrath. 

You call him cmel ; you are worse than he. 
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^ HJSMOX. 

My 4ord, do daftiger presses ; you may well 
Let their entreaties even jret prevail. 

Grant to their earnest wish this day, ungrudg’d, 
Per<mance they may devise some happy scheme 
To heal the quarrel. Nor let Eteocles 
Have pow’r to say that, were it not for you. 

Peace might*have been. • Thus will you satisfy 
A mother and a sister, yea your own 
Hono^. ^ 

What brings this jnan with tooks perturb’d ? 


Scene 4. 

JOCASTA, POLTNICES, AnTIOONE, HaSMON, A SOLDIER. 
SOLDIEB (to POLTNICES). 

My lord, the truce is broken, and the fight • 

Rages once more ; Creon attacks your host ; 

The Thebans at their king’s command renounce 
Th^r oath ; and scarce can brave Hippomedon, 

Filling your place, withstand the general charge ; 

He order’d me to tell you so, my lord. 

POLTNICES. 

The t^;p.itor8 ! Come, ray Heemon, we must go. 

(To ihe QtS^en.) Madam, you see horn well he keeps his 
word. • 

Straight will I- meet his challenge and attack, 

Since he will have it so. 


JOCASTA. 

My Son, my Son ! — 

He hears me not. Cries are as vain as tears. 

Go, dear Antigone, with wingM feet, 

Beg Heetnon to do all Jie can to part 
Your ruthless brothers. 

Ah ! strength fails my limbs, 
Too weak to move. One task remains — to die ! 



SCENE 2.J 


THE THEBAID. 
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ACT III. 

Scene L* 

JooASTA, Olympia. 

JOOASTA.* 

Oljmpia, and view the dreadful sight ; 

See if their rage ])a^ found no obstacle, 

If one or other owns no touch*of shame. 

They say Menceceua is g^ne to urge 
Tlfe claims of peace. 

OLYMPIA. 

Some noble purpose arm’d 
His spirit, beam’d heroic in his eye. 

And you must hope, dear Madam, to the end. 

lOCASTA. 

Go, look, Olympia, and then bring me word 
Of £^1 you see ; lighten this anxious heart. 

OLYMPIA. 

How can I leave you thus in solitude ? 

JOCASTA. 

Go, I would be alo&e ; if such can be 
My lot, with such a multitude of woes ! 

^cen% 2 . 

J o c A s T A. 

Ah ! will these sad afSietions last for aye. 

Nor e’er exhaust the vengeance of the gods? 
Will they inflict a thousand cruel deaths. 

Yet hurry not my steps towards the grave ? 

Less terribly severe. would be their wrath* 
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Were it to strike th& guilty once for all ! 

How infinite their punishments appesir, 

When life is l(fft to those that suffer them ! 

Heav’n knows that since; that thrice accursed day, 
Wh^n I first foynd I had become the wife 
Of mine own son, the sufferings I endured 
Surpass’d the keenest torments of the damn’d. 

Tet, righteous gods, did an unconscious crime 
Deserve suefi wrath imfflacable ? Alas ! * 

I knew him not, that luckless son of mine. 

’Twaajyou yourselves who led him to mj arms, 
Yourselves that open’d wide the horrid gulf. 

Such is the justice of these mighjy gods !. 

They bring our footsteps to the brink of crime, 

Force us to fall, and then are merciless. 

Do they delight in leading men astray, 

To make them very types of misery ? 

And can they not, when they would vent their wrath. 
Find criminals to whom the crime is sv!r,eet ? 


Scenes. 

JocASTA, Antigone. 

JOCASTA. 

Well, is all over ? one or other slain, 

Comes the proud victor to add matricide 
To siaughfiSr of a brother ? Daughteii speak. 

ANTIGONE. 

Heav’n is appeas’d, the oracle fulfill’d. 


JOCASTA. 

What ! My two sons are dead ? 


ANTIGONE. 


Another life, 

Worthy of all its royal ancestry. 

Has purchased peace for Thebes, for you repose. 



SCENE'S.] 


THE TEBBA'lD, 
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Tea* for our country sacrificed itself. * 

I ram to call back Hasmon and yoilt son. 

But ere I started they were far ahead ; * 

They heard me not, and yainly did I cidl 
With cries of anguish on the name of each. 

Thof both flew swiftly to the battle-field ; 

And, as for me, mounting the ramparts’ height, 

I, with the {people there, watch’d in alarm, ^ 

That seem'd to freeze our blood, fiie thickening fray. 
Just at that fatal moment th<ue steps forth. 

Between the emha||bled ranks, our country’s hope. 

The youngest yet most honored of our blood, 

^e Prince Menceceus, ^rthy to be call’d 
Brother of Hsemon and too good to be 
The son of Creon ; in his zeal to sh(tw • 

His love for Thebes, in th’ ears of either host 

He cries “ Halt ! Heav’n forbids th’ unnatural strife ! 

To these commanding accents all give heed, 

Astonish’d at so strange a spectacle. 

And check thcf dark’ning tempest of their rage. 

Then straightway he continues : — Learn,” says he, 

The kind decree of Fate, whereby full soon 
Te ihall behold a limit to your woes. 

I am the last descendant of your kings, 

Whose blood, sc Heav’n has will’d, must now be shed. 
Welcome this blood then that my hand shall s])ill, 

^d welcome peace, beyond your hopes regain’d.” 

Thus speaks he, and therewith deals the death bloHL: 
And when the ^ebans saw their hero fall. 

As tho’ peace were but pain at such a ciAt, 

Trembling they view’d that glorious sacrifice. 

I saw th’ afSicted H»mon leave his place. 

And fondly clasp his brother’# blood-stain’d form. 

While Creon in his turn threw down his arms. 

And turn’d in tears toward his dying son. 

Seeing them so absorb’d, all else forgot, 

Both armies drew apart and left the field. 

With agitated pulse and stricken sqjil, 

I could not look upon a sight so sad, 

Tho’ full of admiration for that prince 
Heroic. 
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, JOCASTA. 

I too fiiust admire the deed 
That makes me shudder.. Is it possible, 

Ye gpds, that af^r this Thebes still should find 
No path to peace ? Cannot this death sublime. 
Which even moves my sons to cease from war, 

, Content you ? Shall this noble victim die 
Rejected ? If to virtue foxx incline, 

As crime you hate, if ye reward as well 
As puig^sh, shall not guilt be wash’d SLWfj 
By this pure blood ? • 

ANTIGONE^ 

gueh virtue cannot fail 
Of recompense, his*life has more than paid 
The debt we owe the gods ; a hero’s blood 
That of a thousand criminals outweighs 
In worth. 

JOCASTA. 

You little know the wrath of Heav’n, 
That to my sorrow gives relief awhile, 

But^ver, when I think its hand is stay’d, 

Makes ready to destroy me utterly. 

This night it seems to wipe my tears away, 

To show me when I wake new scenes of blood. 
The hopes of peace with which it flatters me 
A cruel oracle for aye forbids ; 

It brings m}» son, and bids me look on him, 

But ah, how dearly purchased is that joy ! 

My son is deaf to all my earnest pray’rs, 

Leaves me in sudden haste, and takes the field. 
Thus ever cruel bums the w||ith of Heav’n ; 

It only mocks us when it seems appeas’d. 

And grows more fierce ; it in^rrupts its blows, 
To make them fall the heavier, and withdraws 
Its arm to crush me. 


AKTIGONE. 

Let us hope all good 


JProm this last wonder. 
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JOGABTA. 

• Can I, whil^ my sons 

Bemain unreconciled ? The younger heeds 
Nought but bis rights ; the other only hears 
Th8 people^s voice, and Creon^s, whose ba€fe greed 
BobI all his son’s devotion of its fruit. 

That gallant prince to save us dies in vain, 

His father harms us more than he^can help. * 
That faithless sire of two young heroes — 

ANTIGONE. 

• Ah! 

Mother, see, he comes, and with the King. 


Scene 4. 

JooASTA, Eteocles, Antigone, Cbeon. 

• JOCASTA. 

’Tis thus, my Son, then, that kings keep their word 1 

• ETEOCLES. 

iMadam, this fray was not begun by me, 

Jut by some soldiers, Argives and our own, 

Who, having quarrell’d with each other, drew 
iTIieir comrades on to help them, till at length 
A mere dispute into a battle turn’d : i 

A bloody one it doubtless would have been. 

And settled once for all our rival claims. 

Had not Menceceus by his noble end 
leld back the arms of all the gombatants. 
that prince, last offspring of our royal race, 
Fransported with a patriotic love, 
rhe fateful answer of the gods took home. 

And gave himself to Death right willingly. 

JOOASTA. • 

)h, if Menceceus loved his country so 

'/ Life’s sweet charm paled in comparison. 
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Cannot that self-same love at least avail 
To check the fierce ambition of my son ? 

Jllis grand exa&ple bids you follow him^ 

Bat not to die, nor even cease to reign : 
YoiAmay by slight concession yet do more 
Than all his blood outpour’d on pur behalf. 
Cease but to hate your brother, nothing else, 
And you will bless us better than that.death^ 
Of self-devotion. ‘ Is it harder, say. 

To love a brother, than, despising Life, 

To rush into Death’s arms? Easier f^r^him 
To shed his blood, than you*to cherish yours P 

ETEOcnsk 

His virtue I admfre io less than you. 

And even envy such a glorious d^th. 

Yet must I tell you, Madam, ’tis a task 
More difilcult to quit a throne than life. 

Glory full oft makes us in love with death. 

But few kings deem it glorious to obey. 

The gods required his life, nor could the prince 
Without disgrace refuse the sacrifice. 

BUb as from him our country claim’d his blood, 
So doth she bid me keep my throne and reign ; 
And there, until she oust me, must I stay. 

Let her but sjjeak, and straight will I submit ; 
Yea, Thebes shall see me, to apj^ase her Fate, 
Lay the sceptre, and my life as well. 

* 

CBEON. 

My SOD is dead, nor do the gods require 
Another victim. Let no blood of yours 
Mingle with his. To give ^s peace he died. 
Live you to grant it to our just desires. 

ETSOCLES. 

What ! even Creon on the side of peace ? 

^ CBEON. 

For having loved too long this barbarous war. 



8CtNI^:^.] THE ,TftBBAiD» 

You see how Heav’n has whelm’d me in d^spSir : 
My Bon^is dead. . 

ETBOCLSB. 

And he must be aveng’d. 

CBEON. 

. On whom should I take vengeance for this stroke 
Of misery ? 

ETEOCLBS. 

Yorgr ^oes are those of Thebes : 
Avenge her and yourself. 


^BEON. 

Among her f&es 

I find your brother, and my elder son : 

How can I spill the blood that you and I 
Partake? And, one son lost, take my revenge 
Upon the other ? 'Twould be sacrilege 
To slay your brother, and to slay my son 
Would outrage Nature. Shall I stmn my hand > 
With blood so sacred, or with blood so dear ? 
Canwi good father by such cruel aid 
Believe his heart V ’Twere ruin, not revenge ! 
One thought alone is like a healing balin» 

My sorrows may at least your sceptre serve. 
]«shall have comfort, if the son I mourn 
Brings by his death assured repose to Thebes. 
Peace Heav’n has {ftomis’d to Menceceus’^blood; 
Complete^ my liege, what he had well be^ii, 
Grant him the price he has a right to claim. 

Nor fruitless let his self-devotion prove. 

JOGASTA. 

Since you are led to feel for our distress, 
Menceceus* blood may work more wonders yet. 
After -this miracle, let Thebes take heart. 

That which has altered you will chatfge her lot. 
Henceforth is peace no longer desperate ; 

Kay^ ’tis assured if Oreon wills it so. 



woioca. 

l^n; will Aose iron hea^ in pitj melt: . 

'. Mjr aone maj well sobmil to pow’r that benda 
-The mind of Cwon. 

(fo ETBOCLBS.) 

Let thia cl^ange in him 
Move you, my %on, to lay your arms aside, , 
And banish savage hatred from your breast. 
Give comfort to a mother, and console 
Creon ; restore to bothiof us a son. 




Ixct III. 


ETEOCIiES. 

To grant your wish would j;urn me fAm, a hing 
Into a subject. Folynices claims 
The sovereign pow’r o*er me as Veil as Thebes ; 
With sceptred i^cL alone will he return. 


Scene 5. 

JOCASTA, ETEOOLEB, AKTIOOKE, CBEdW, ATTALUS. 
ATTALX7S {to ETEOCl^iES). 

^re, Folynices begs an interview ; 

A herald has arrived to tell us so. 

He offers either to come here himself. 

Or in his'camp await you. 


CEEON. 

It may 1% 

Tnat, grown more mild, he fain would end this war. 
So long protracted, and ambition owns ' 

A check ; by this last battle taught to*day 
Your pow’r at least is eqflSail to his own. 

The Greeks have served his fury long enough. 

Yea, and the royal father of his bride, 

Preferring solid peace t’ unstable war, 

. Keeps, as I hear, Mycenm for himself, 

'And makes him ki% of Argos. Brave indeed, 

'But prudent too, he seeks but to retr^t , , 

With honour. By this offer he means peace ; 
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muilt 1^ i; 

;Tor Yob may tints sc^uii^ ‘ 

'iA jB,rmer seatj |el £im liave all he^asks, 

' tho ‘ 

EtSOCLES^ 

' Aii4 that alone 

Tg wba^ he eravos. 

JOCA8TA 

See him at least. ' 


. OBBON. 

. , Yes, meet 

Hi^wish ; alone you ivill transcend our poVr 
To jpiake the ties of blood again prevasl. • 

* 

icTiennT.isR. 

Let US then sro to him. 


JOGASTA. 

In Heaven’s name, 

Bather await his presence here, my Son. 

BTBOCLES. 

iVell, Madam, be it so and let him have 
Safe conduct, and all due security. 

!T(pv let us go. 

ANTZaONE. 

If pSace this day return , 
[^o Thebesi to OrAon WA r1iji. 11 OWA f.1lA Iin/ITI 


Scene ?.* 

' C^EOE, AtTALUS. 

, GBEON. 

Pis not the wed. of Theb^ that tpudibs you, 
^roud IPtihcess;; and your soul ;Untamable, 
Phat soetns to flatter where it scorn’d so long 
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Thinln less <^ peak!e thw of iny son’s TStnni. 

But ire shall see ere long if her disdain e 

Will hold the' throne Is cheap as Grin’s heart ; ^ 

Soon shall we see, when Heaven has mode me king, 
Whether the ^’s luck will eclipse the sire’s/ 

STTAXUS. 

Who woujd not marr|l at a change so r^ ! 

Creon himself declaring now for peace ' 

• CRXOK. , , 

Tou think that peace then is the goal I seek,? 

ATTALirS. 

It needs no musing to think that» my lord ; 

And seeing* as I do* your eager zeal* 

Much I admire the generous resolye 
Which makes you bury hatred in the tomb ; 

Menceceus* dying* did "no nobler deed* « 

For he who can resentment sacrifice 

For patriotism* would not spare his life. ' 

CBSON. < 

Ah ! doubtless he who can constrain his will 
To love his foe may make a friend of death. 

But why should I forego my dear revenge* 

And undertake my enemy’s defence ? 

’Twas Polynices really slew my soi^; 

Should I Mcome his abject advocate ? 

And were 1 e’en to crush this deadly hate* 

Could I the better cease to love the crown ? 

Nay* you shall see me* yith unshaken zeal* - 
Alike abhor my foes and long for pow’r. 

The throne is ever my most cherish’d hope : 

I blush tp be a subject where my sires 

Were kings ; I burn to reach the same high rank. 

This is the object I have had in view 

Since I could see. Now for two years and' more' 

Each step has brought me nearer to my goal : 

The fuiy of my nephews I have fed. 



lew* ?.] 


THS- TBIWID. 


j m; ajabitibii malcea me foster tbeir’s ; 
iras'l who first made Eteocles r^uae 


ro bie brother reign^ tberein unjust, 
ftut strong thro’ my su^^rt, }ent for a 
S dumossess him later, and myself 
on the throne. 


while. 


ATTiXUS. 


^ ' But if so keen for war, 

|7fby do you snatch the weapons from their bands P 
Since their dissensimis what you desire, 
low comes it that they meet hj* your advice P 

CBEON. 

lie war fiaa proved more fatal to myself ' 
an to my foes ; the gods are too unkind ; 
be plan I form’d is made to work my woe, 

Dis mine own hand they use to stab my heart, 
on as the war was kindled, chastisement 
.gan for me, when Haemon left my side 
BV>r Folynices ; I it was who fann’d 
~lie brothers’ enmity, and found a foe 
L my^own son. The broken truce, to-day, 
iTas due to me, ’twas I who roused the strife 
bat led to bloodshed, till the desperate deed 
^ my Menoeceus cut the chain I wove, 
ptill have I left a son, whom still I love, 

L rebel tho’ he be, and rival too ; 

[im would I save when I destroy my foes 
Vo lose them both would be too dear a price, 
'"saides, the Princes hate each other so, 

B sure they pever will consent to peace ; 
iTell know 1 how to make the vSnom work, 

PTiU they would rather die than be at one. 

^rief may be enmity with other foes, 
pBut wben the bonds of Kature have been snapt, 
STbthing ew re-unite the sunder’d hearts 
^Whieh'tif^ of love so strong have fail’d to hold : 
fWhen brothers, hate, their hatred knows no bounds^ 
But absence cools their wrath, for when a foe. 

One whom we most detest; is out of sight, 
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Besentment loses half its Uttemess. ^ 

Be not surprised then I would ^ye them meet ; 

I wish their eyes to zemforoe their rage. 

That they, with hatred cherish’^ not expell’d, 
s£iy feel thei# false embraces stifle them, 

ATTALUS. 

. More than aught else ^ou hare yourself to*dread; 
Bemorse may torture brows that wear a crown. 

^BEON. * * 

The throne, when once attain*<^ brings , other cares, 
Bemorse weighs lightly in comparison* 

The mind that iS engross’d with present pow'r 
Dwells not upon the visions of the past.; 

It separates itself from what it was. 

And deems its life began with sovereignty. 

Gome, let us go. Bemorse affects me not, 

Nor do I own a heart that guilt can scard ; 

All the first steps to crime some effort cost. 

But easy those that follow. Attains. 


ACT IV. 

Scene 1. 

Eteocles, Cbeon. 

y UTEOCL^S. 

Yes, Creon, to this spot he soon will come, 

• And here we may await him, both of us. 

Then learn what he would have’; upon my word 
1 think this meeting augurs little good." < 

I know his overbearing temper well ; ^ ‘ 

He hates me with a hatred uninipair’d, , 

Whose course, I ween, no mortal may ai^t / 
And I, I hate him always, that’s the truths ' 
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^CBBOK. 

;But if he now at length resigns his claim 
To/ojalt^, your hatred should subside. 

" / ETEOCLBS. 

I thinb^y htot will never be appeas’d ; 

’Tis not his pride, it is himself 1 hate. 

Belentless is our mutual enmity 

’Tis not a twelvemonth’s work^’twas bom with us. 

And its^ dark vetiom, Creon, reach’d our hearts 

A#soon as life itself. We were sworn foes 

In tenderest childhood ; yea, before eur birth 

That enmity began, fatal effect 

Of our incestnous blood and parentage ! 

While yet imprison’d in the self-same womb, 

We struggled' hard, and made my mother feel . 
Where our divisions had their origin. 

.They, flourish’d in the cradle, as you know ; 

E’en to the tomb perchance they’ll follow us. 

It seems as tho’ the dire decree of Heav’n 
Would brand the incest of our parents thus. 

And in our persons let the world behold 
The . blackest hues of hktred as of love. 

Whilst r await his coming, Creon, now, 
l^ink not I hate him less, than I have done ; 

The nearer his approach, more odious he, 

And my abhorrence must before bis eyes 
Break forth ; I would not have him quit his claim, 
He must be made to fly, not thus retire. 

I will have no half-measures fqp my hate, 

I dread his friendship more than all his wrath. 

To give my animosity full scope. 

I’d have his rage at least sanction my own ; 

And, since my hjsart cannot betray itself. 

To hate him freely, I would have him show 
Hatred for me.' ^His rage is still the^ame, 

A« you/will see ; >till <^ve.t8 he the crown ; 

Btiu cursed me for keeping him therefrom ; 

More ^y he to be suMued than woni 



’ ■'[act It. 


/ ■ - I 

40f' baicikVs vobks, 

cn^qjst. 

* Subdue him then, my lord, if he remains 
Stubborn'; ho-wever arrogant he be. 

He’s not inTincible ; and, T^hen bis heart 
ts deaf to reason, prove wh&t can be done 
By your resistless sword; tho’ I love peace^ 

I will be first to take upcarms again ; 

1 ask’d for their susx)ension it is true. 

But more I wish that you should ever reign* 
Bather may war blaze forth^and never%&d. 

Than Polynicea should return with peace ; 

Let others boast her charms, I sdbm them tlien ; 
War’s honours pl^asc^me, so we lose not you. 
Thebes by my mouth implores you, crush us not 
Beneath the heel of that ferocious prince : 

She yearns, like me, for peace, if possible ; 

But, if you love her, grant her chief desire, — 

To keep her king. Yet to your brother giv^ 

A patient ear ; and, if you can, conceal 
Your wrath — but someone comes. 


Scene 2. 

Eteoolics, Cbeon, Attalus. 


ETEOCLEB. 


Will they come, AttaJus? 


Are they at hand ? 


At!['ALU8. 

Yea, Sire, thw’re here. 

And, meeting first the Princess and the <^een, 

To the next chamber will proceed anon. 


** ETSoepBS. 

Well, let them enter. Waiting which approach. 
My wrath grows hot. How we do hate a foe 
When he is near us ! 
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CBEOK.' 

Ah! becomes 

(Aside.) Fulfil 

Mj Fortune ; madden both with re%e ! 


Scene 3. * 

JoCASTA, EtBOOLES^ PoLTEICES, AnTIGONE, HiEMON, 
Obeo^. * 

JOCASTA. 

Thus are my wishes crown’d with glad siiccess. 

Since Heav’n has brought you both together here* 

After two years of absence, each beholds 
Once more a brother, in this palace where 
Your days began ; and beyond my hopes 
Made happy, embrace you both at once. 

Henceforth, my Sons, dwell thus in unity. 

Owning the bonds of brotherhood, and trace 
Each in the other’s countenance his own ; 

But t!b judge better, take a nearer view ; 

Heed the strong tie that kindred blood proclaims. 

Come, Eteocles ; and Polynices, come, 

Approach each other. — What ! you both draw back ? 
Why this cold greeting ? Why these darl^ning frowns ? 
Is it that each, with^mind irresolute, 

Waits till his brother makes the first advance, 

(Deeming it generous to be last to yield,) 

So both refuse to offer an embrace ? 

What strange ambition this, th|.t but to crime 
Aspires, confounding honour with revenge ! 

This shameful strife should make the victor blush. 

The noblest will be first to own defeat. 

Which has the greater courage,' show me now 
By being first to triumph over r^,-— 

What ! neither stirs ! Iiet Polynices {jfive 
A friendly greeting ; coming from afar. 

You should begin ; embrace your brother now, 

And show him— 
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ETSOCUB. 

Madam, little boots it thi^s 
To mask the truth ; such greetings are misplaced, 

Let ium ezplaiiif speak, and resolre my doubts. 

FOLYKICBS. 

What ! Have I yet to make my wishes knowh ? 

Surely the past has made them manifest : 

Has not the blood in many a Conflict sh^ 

DeclsS*ed sufficiently my clayn to reign^* 

ETEOCLES. 

These self-same battles, and that blood, outpour’d 
So oft upon the crimson-mantle’d earth, 

Have told full plainly that the throne is mine. 

And, while I live, cannot to you belong. 

POIiTKICSS. 

Tou hold your seat unjustly, as you know, 

ETEOCLES. 

Wrong suits me well, so I but banish you. 

POLTNZCES. 

Tho’ you refuse to leave it, yet therefrom 
Tou’fl be pbrchance thrown down. 

ETEOCLES. 

And if I fall, 

’Tis hke you’ll share my rufb. 

JOCA8TA. 

Ah ! to find 

Blasted such budding hopes * Was it for this 
I urged so oft this fatal interview. 

Inflaming discord ? Is this then to treat 

Of terms of peace? Drive out your dea^y thoughts j 

And, in the name of Heav’n, forget your wrath. 



r 7^i);a^ ^let, iiot on ike Woodjr fi^d, 

.But in yaturhoi^e, my l^ns, wlieire you were born ^ ^ 

‘ At ^9fJ^ fwibar sight,8ubdue your rage, 

Kbr iet jrout oommon birthplace lack reej^ct ; '! 

^ Airtba4: ie here speaks but of peace and love $ 

; Th^ princes and your sister blame your strife, 

Kor least myself, who ever have for you • ' 

SujE^d and. t0il*4i and would, to quell, your feud, 

. €HvO up — ' ■» 

l*h<^ turn their heads and heed me rfet I 
Alafa for stubborn hearts as h*ard as stone ! 

^ Olhe, voice of Natmre me^s no echo there ! 

(To PotiTNiCBS.) And you, whom^I supposed of milder 
' ’ ‘ mood^ * 

POLYNICES. 

' I only claim what he has promised me, 

Por^he is perjured if he reigns alone. 

JOCASTA. 

Untemper*d justice oft is injury. 

I cannot contradict your right to rule ; 

But yon up^et the throne you fain would mount. 

Are ypu not weary of this frightful war? 

Woiud you lay waste this land without remorse. 

And to obtain the kingdom ruin it P 
Is it then o’er the dead you Wish to reign ? 

Thebes ba^ good cfiuse to dread that prince’s sway 
Who floods her fair domains with streams of blo<m : 

Will she^qbey one who has wrong’d her thus ? 

Yotrtoe {^er tyrant ere you are her king. 

Ah ! to j^pw great means of tiimes to grow worse, . 
And^virtiiie wanes when sovereignty is won. 

Eaii^ torthe throne, alas, what will you be, 

Sfepeyod arp,. cruel now, debarr’d froin pow’r? 

yOLYNIOES. ^ 

5^,1 stem constraint ; 

l mwbe^ pf the deeds I do. 

^1 see mysell: with shame forced to commit 
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■ - " * ' . ' ' ■ ' ' 

Aei^ most ab^amnt, and th^ 

Is aU iinjnst. Wo longer wifi* I wonna’ . 

My eS^trj’s peace, her g^ans afflict, mj soul. ^ 

Too copious streains of guiltless blood have flowed 
tnceSsant ; I mtfst heal her miseries ; 

Wor Thebes nor Greece shall mourn or suffer more, 

I will confront the author of my ills, 

His blood or*mine suffices for to-day. 

JOCASTA. 

Your brother’s blood? 

POIiTNICEB. 

« • Yes, Madam, even his : 

A fitting end to this inhuman war. 

> Such is the errand which has brought me here, — 

To challenge you myself ; nor did I dare 
To speak of it to others than to you, 

For any other would have blam^ the thought, 

And no one here have been my deputy. 

So I am mine own herald, ’^s for you 
‘ To j>rove that you can keep what you have smzed. 

Show yourself worthy of a prize so fair. 

ETSOOLSS. 

Tour challenge I accept, and that with joy, 

Orepq.knows well it was my own desire ; 

It gave mefless delight t’ accept the thinhe. 

You show that you deserve the diadem 
.Which^t the point of this my sword I beg 
To offer. 

JOtASTA. 

Hasten then, and pierce this heart. 

With me commence your cruel enterprise ; 

, Forget that it was I who gave you birth, 

Itemember only that your brother drew 
His life from me ; oi^, if you seek his blood. 

In my unhappy bosom ^d its soux^. 

: I am the common enemy of both. 

Being the mother of your hated foe, > 



8.] Tflrts • 

Who'iieirer Wt for m^^liad geexi tW ligit * 
If he must die, BbsSi I not die as well r 
. Nay^ doubt it not, for I will shave his death ; 

^ You must include Hb both, or neither slajr. 

\ P«)^ect your ctemeiicy or cruelty, 

' And take my life, or spare jrour enemy* 

g ! virtue charms you, and if Honour guides, 
lush, ye barbarians, at a crime like ^is ; 
i Or if to eaclf of you such sin is sweet, 

’ Then blush*, barbarians, to commit but one. 
Nor is it love, indeed, that stays your hands. 
If, when you seek tiis life, you save my own : 
Your eruelty would grudge forsooth to spare 
Me too, if I one moment stood between 
The thrcme and you. Is this the way tp treat 
A motWp 

FOLTNICES. 

' I would spare my country. 

JOCABTA. 

Aj, 

And kill your brother. 


FOLTNICES. 

Nay, but punish guilt. 

« 

4 

/OCABTA. 

His blood 'wUl tnabe you guiltier far than he. 

FOLTKICES. 

Must then this hand of miu^a traitor crown ? 
And motrii I service seek at foreign courts, 

Quit my ancestral realms, a vagabond. 

And pay submission to the laws he scorns ? 
Sh^ I become the victim of his greed 
■Whatl^" Is 1^0 crown the herito^vf crime? 
Has he not set at nought each right he owes ? 
And'while I. am an exile, he is king. 








' ^ . 70OA8TA.' , ; • ■ . 

Bol/what if ArgoB grants yon, too, a orowo ? 

• 

'• poiiTlnexg. 

to seek eUbwhere ■whalt right of Krth 
BestomP And, craving his ^llwnce, bring 
Nothing myself, but owe to his good will 
•All future rank, banish’d from mine own throne 
And suing humbly to a foreign prince? ’ 

No, no, I cannot cringe to pay him court. 

To wBom I owe my life willJE too owe * * 
my sceptre. 

JOCABTA.* 

Prom the father of your bride. 

Or from your own, you may accept the ^ 

As one of equal price. 


POPTRICBB. 

They differ much, 

^e makes me king, the other but a slave. 

What ! Shall my greatness be a woman’s Wofk P 
Tfa^t my very soul might blush with shame. 
Mall then I owe my sceptre to my love. 

And only as a bridegroom reign a king? 

^y, my own r^ht shall raise me to the throne 
^ I renounce it. With unborrow’d pow’r, 
w ! mine ^sole OTmmand, hated perchance, 

Xet well obey d, if not for love, from feftr. 
to fine, I will be master of my fate, 

^d. to wear a crown that is not imy 
my wrth entitles me to reign, or else 
I wish no succour but my own right arm. 

JOOABTA. 

Do more, my son, hold fast this bold resolve 
^ j ^ Jotuf fortune win s 

the steps tbafrother sovereigns tread 
Am let your own hands carve the way that 
To greatness. Crown yourself with fi^us dee dfl. 
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. Andftte your tte ^cWiliaTB ;: , • 

Ooaquev.aiid let mtuiii^ «dd 

New Instie to the putple-that kings wear. 

-Wfaat. l . Oan iqy son’s ambition be content ' ' 

jtfield the aceptre each alternate year P 
Xiet 4lji^.brave heart, which nothing can subdue, 

, Seek for some throne which you may mount alone : 
Thou^nda there are *mid which your sword may choose, 

' Blit stain no^ this one with a brother's blood. * 

.'^our triumphs then will bring your mother joy, 

' And ^'en your rivjb^aid your victories. 

P^LYNICES. 

Would you that I, flatter’d with these vain dreams, ' 

Leave a usurper on my father’s throne ?* 

« JOCASTA. 

If you, indeed, wish him such grievous ill, 

Raise h^ vounelf to this ill-omen’d throne, 
t So plimge nuu in a deep abyss of woe ; 

For bal^ul lightnings and the curse of crime 
Bes^ it. Yea, your father and his sires, 

Sopn as they mounted, saw themselves cast down. 

. ‘ ' I 

POLTNICBS. 

What tho* I meet the thunderbolts of Heav’n, 

Bather mount there than crawl upon the ground. 

My hea^ is envioul of such misery, 

Eager to rise, e’en if to fall with them. 

■ ' V ' bteoclbs. 

|fay, 1 spare you such a fruitless fate. 

' ^ POLTNICES. 

Toup inum* W me» shaJTprecede mv own. 

’'.'"'V ■ • ‘ JOCASTA. 

My SoiXt Uie people love his rule. 



j&biKs*9 wojjtics. 


^ t-^CT 


*3^8 hateful. 


POtTiriOBS.. ^ ^ 

To zne 


JOCASTA. 
They support him. 


Back me. 


POLTNIOE8. 

And the gods 


ETEOCLES. 

Not so, 'tis they forbid your quest. 

Since they have giv’n to me this sceptre first ; 

And, when they^made the choice, they knew full well 
That he who once is king would king remain. 

No realm can brook two masters ; and one throne, 
How great soe*er, will grant them scanty room ; 

Each will be cumber’d by his second eielf. 

And one ere long must fmd himself upsek 
You see how I abhor this impious Wretch, ' 

Then judge how I can let him share my crown. 


POLYNICES. 

And I, so hateful are you, wish no more 
To share with you the light that’s free to all. 

JOCASTA. 

Go, kill each other then, I stay you not, 

But rather urge you to these savage lists ; 

Since all my efforts can effect no change. 

Why tany longer? Wrj^k your wild revenge.' 
Surpass, if possible, your fathers’ crimes ; . 

By mutual slaughter show your brotherhood ; 
Tour life, bestow’d thro’ guilt of deepest dye, 
Must be by no less wiokednes^ cut off. 

Why should I blame the fury that goads on 
My sons, for I have ceased to pity them ? 

Yea, they have taught this heart to turn to stone, 
And I will teach the cruel how to die. 



.venrx'il.] 




.^looirx, ^ooi,ti8, .Poi,Tiricks, Hdikoir, Cbbon. 

• • 

„ „ . aktiqohb, 

Motoef — 

Om »>thi,,t tou* 

HiBKON. 

NSf^ior their ^vage purpose shake. 

ANTIGONE. 


My bxpthersr 


ETEOCLBS. 

Come then, let us choose our ground. 


..1 « POLYKICES. 

Tea, with all speed. 

Sister, farewell ! 

ETSOCLEB. 

Sweet PrmcewJ Qood.hye, 

AinriaoHE. 

WaM .1. _i! ®^P» ™y Brothers ! Let the jratu'ds 

Kdd them perforce ; join aU your pains to mine j 
^ns to be cruel to show false respect. * 


HJtHOB. 

Dear lady, npthing more can stop them now. 

AWTIOONB. 

Lli^ noble Hfienion, ’tis to you I turn, 

^ only you. If still you love me, still 
LiOTe goodness, and can fratricide prevent, 

Co mve me ^m despmr, these wretches save. 






ACT V. 

Scene 1. 

Antioonb. 

What ){ilt thou do.janfortuuate Princes^ P 
Now that these arms have clasp’d a mother dead ? 
Canst thou not follow where her feet have led, 

And end, with life, this burden o&dsstressP 
Wilt thou reserve thysdlf for future woe P 
Full soon the fatal issue shalt thou know 
Of those fell arms thj brothers wield in ISlght 
Their fierce e!Kaiflple whets the knife for thee ; 

While thou art shedding tears in piteous plight, 
They shed each other’s blood with savage glee. 

What limit is there to my woes but death P ^ 

Ah, whither else can grief like mine»repair? 

Life or the grave ! A mother calls me there, 

A lover here would keep my vital breath ; 

In the dark underworld for me she waits ; 

Love interdicts what reason best dictates, 

For death I cease to long. 

What motives bid me die this very hour ! 

Yet ties to life how strong. 

When love exerts his pow’r I 

Yes, love forbids my soul to winder flight ; 

ITie victor’s voice is one I know full well : 

Tho’ hope is dead, no more with me to dwell. 
Thou livest, and would’st have me share this light ; 
Thou say’st that I shaft draw thee to my grave. 
That, if I love thee still, I ought to save 

Life’s torch alight for thee. x 

Hemon, thou see’st how thou my heart canst move, 
Tho’ death seem sweet to me, 

I live for thee and love. 

If e’er thou doubtedst of my faithful flame^ * 

But fatal tidings, lo, Olympia brings I 







, • '■Beene i. 

Amioonz, Olympia. ^ 

AKTtQONE. 

77ell, decur 01;^pia, have you seen this crinw 
OLYMPIA. 

SCastenix^ in vain,*I^came when all was o’er, 
poim from our rainp^B saw the, people run, 

^me weeping, others calling out to arms ; 

And in a wpH to tell what caus’d their fear, — 
i^e King is dead, his brother’s sword* has won. 

Of H^tnoh too they tell, how with stout heart 
Xong he endeavour’d to hold back their r^e, 

Sut all his efforts fail’d to win success. 

Such n^as the drift of many a vague report. 

AKTIGONE. 

Ifes, I am sure that Hsemon’s generous heart 
^ver ^Uiorr^d such signal wickedness : 

Dft J implored him to prevent this crime. 

And know he would have done it if he could. 

But, ah, their fui^ would not brook control, 

Eager to quench its fire in streams of blood. 

!7ow, savage Prixtfbes, ye are satisfied, 
f^or Peath alone couid pea^ between you bring.* 
iTe thought the throne too strait to hold you b^th 
|No distonce that could part you seem’d enough), 

Lnd wish’d that Heav’n, to make your quarrel cease, 
figlit 1§%V6 one living and the ather de^. 

!7orthy of pity, both, a hapless pair ! 
fet aro./e less unhappy thw myself. 

Lb being all unconscious of those ills 
liat f An upon you, while I feel them all ! 

\ ' OLYMpPIAi * 

But ybu^ pdsforttme^^efe more hard to bear, 

Sad ^lyni^s been the prey of JDeath ; 



[act r; 


S8 BA0XNS*6 H^OlUtS. 

00 was the object thAt engross’d jrotir 
The wel&re of the King touch’d you ftr less. 

ANTIOOKB. 

’l?s true. I lot ed him with a love sincere. 

More fondly than his brother. Why was this 9 
What gave him the warm wishes of my heart P 
He was both blamelesaand unfortunate. • 

But. ah, that generous spirit lives no more. 

’Tis crime that sets the crown upon his head: 

His* brother now comn^m^s more syfti{)athy. 
Grown dearer since the Fates have proved unkind. 

OLYMPIA. 

See. Creon comds. 

ANTiaONB. 

Downcast, as well may be : 

The King being dead, he fears the victor’s wrath.. 
His evil counsel has bred all these woes. • 


• Scene 3. 

Aktioone. Creon. Olympia, Attalus. Guards. 

CREON. 

W}^t heard 1. Madam, as I enter’d heite P 
True is it that the Queen— P 

ANTIGONE. 

Yes. she is dead. 

CREON. 

Great gods ! In what strange fashion was the torah, 
At last extinguish’d of a life so sad P 

OLYMPIA. 

Her grave she open’d for herself, my lord ; 

She seized a dagger, and one moment more 
Saw her days ended and her woes as well. 
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I ' , \ 

^ AB^dOBB. 

fttakyd to know that she had lost a son. 

/ CBEON. 

Ma^xn» ’tis too true the angry gods — 


ANTIGONE. ^ 

lOharge with my brother’s death yourself alone* 
p[or &r your deeds accuse the wrath of Heay’n. 
fTwas you who brdh^ht this fa^ conflict on : 
tinisted your advice* and so he died : 

[lus kings become victims of flatterers* 
ho lead them to destruction* while ^ey fan 
[leir passions. Yo it is that hurl them Jown ; 

3ut in their fall they drag their flatterers 
^Behind them* as is now the case with you. 

^is ruin brings us sorrow* you disgrace : 

^he wrath of Hgav’n has link’d your fate with his, 
lAnd you, perchance* must weep as well as we. 


, CBEON. 

^00 true* alas ! for cruel Destiny 
^ak^^vyou lament two brothers* me two sons. 


ANTIGONE. 

) 

Two brothers* and two sons ! What mean your^word^ 
Did Eteocles then perish not alone ? 

CBEON. 

What ! have you yet to hear this tale of blood ? 

ANTIGONE. 

I know of PolyniOes’ victory* 

Eow Hsemon^s efforts made to part them fail’d. 

CBEON. 

Chat duel had result more terrible. 

ffy losses and your own you know not yet* 

3ut now. shall leani them botii. Woe worth the day ! 



' & .iiotiriTi Wbic*..' ' '5^7^ 

t! ‘ V •' 

AKDrtooirt. 

dtern Destiny* eeoomplish tl^ revenge i 
Oh* surely tliu must be thy nniJ stroke ! 

CBBOn. 

, Madam, you saw with what impetuous rage 
The prince^ went to ta^e each other’s life* « 

How forth they rush’d, with equal ardour fired* 

And hearts that ne’er agreed so well before ; 

Each thirsting, panting for the otherSs ^lood, 

Their hatred bound them hloser than their birth* 

And seem’d to reconcile their enmity ; 

When eager most to slay* appearing friends. 

IHrst did they choo^ their ground whereon to fight* 

Near either camp* and underneath the wall. 

’Twas there* recovering their fatal wrath* 

The horrid conflict they at last began. 

With threatening gestures and an eye of flame* 

They sought a passage thro’ each other’s breast, ; 

Then quick as lightning fell their furious strokes* 

Till both seem’d fain t’ outstrip the feet of Death. 

Ky son, who sigh’d with sorrow in his soul* 

Bearing in mind your orders, fair Princess, 

Between them ran* despising for your sake 
Tl^eir strict commands that kept us all aloof. 

He push’d them back, and* praying, held their arms* 
Exposing to their frenzy his own life* 

So he might part them* but he strove^in vain* 

For ever they renew’d their close attack. 

But stiU with heart undaunted he persists* 

And turns aside a thousand rattling blows* 

Till the King’s weapon with too cruel thrust* 

(If aim’d at him or not I cannot tell*) 

Stretches my son* expiring, at his feet. 

ANTIGONE. 

And me my sorrow leaves e’en yet alive ! 

OBBON. 

^ ran to raise and take him in my anus \ . 
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He kttew bis fatiher^s voice, and whisper’d low ;— 
For u/dear mistress I meet death with joy, 
Yoor aaidous loye hastes to my help in vain ; 
These madmen more than I your succour need, 


Parirthem, my Father, and leave me to die.V 
Thhs speaking, he expired. That piteous sight 
<!heab*d jiot the darkening tempest of their wrath, 
"Add only Polynices seem’d to feel 
[Ckimpasoion’s touch. 

* Wait, Hflsmon,” he exclaim’d, 

p And yoir shall be*aS^enged ! ” 

[ * Grief gave his rage 

^Hew strength, and soon ter his advantage turn’d 
»The tide of battle. Wounded in the side. 


The Eing fell vanquish’d, weltering in hii blood. 

Transported with their feelings, either host 
Besign'd itself to sorrow or to joy ; 

And Thebes, alarm’d at her disastrous loss, 


Gazed from h^ rampi^ with expectant fears. 
Then PolyniCes felt triumphant pride, 

Viewing his dying victim with delight. 

And seein’d as ’t were to drink his brother’s blood. 


** The grave,” quoth he, ** is yours, and mine the throne 
See in mj hands the sceptre and the palm ! 

Go to the world below, — ^there blush with shame 
At my sneoess. To vex your dying hour 
Yet more, think, traitor, that you die my slave.” 

He spake, and, with a gesture of disdain 
Approaohjing where the King lay in the dust, 

Stretch’d forth his arm to take the other’s sword. 

The Eing,i tho’ seeming dead, his steps had watch’d^ 
Biding his time, and his indignant soul 
Was, as it were, arrested in its 4ight 
By that grmd passion for revenge, which still 
Flatter’^d bis hopes and his last sigh delay’d. 

This struggling spark of life, too well conceal’d, 
Ensnarea his conqueror to a fatal doom ; 

For at the itstant when that savage brother 
Essay’d to wrest^his weapon from his hand, 

He pierced his rival’s heart ; and his glad soul 
WiQi this its final Effort left the world. 





v’ ' f ' 

• \MX^ 

'r . ^ ' ‘ ' . ■ . ' 

> -£*^0111 Btficsken Polymoes rbse a cry 
! Of luxgtiish, and his angry soul forth fled 
/ l?o Hades. But dark wrath upon his brow 
Was branded, tho’ it wore death’s pallid hue, 

« , Aatfareateniiig, one would say, his brother still. 

' More jfrim than ever, and more terrible. 


• AKTTAOVD!. 

Fatal ambition, blinded by the gods I 
Clear sequel of a cruel oracle ! 

Alone of royal blood we two are left, 

And would to Heav’n that life was only yonrs. 

And that despair, more speedy than its wrath, 

Had made my ntoth^r’s death prdude my own I 

OBEON. 

’Tis true the flaming fuir of the gods ^ 

Seems to have spent itself in dealing forth 
Destruction on our house ; their wrath has whelm’d 
My soul, no less than it has tortured you. 

Hey ’ve robb’d me of my sons — 

ANTIGONE. 

And giv’n a throne 

A i^erthy^compense for Hsemon’s loss. , 

But prithee let me mourn in solitude,* 

Nor seek the course of sadness to restraih. 

As well might all my sorrows pass to you; 

Far sweeter enteiiainment will you find 
Elsewhere ; the throne awtits you, and the voice , 

Of Thebes invites. Taste the fresh draught of pow’r 
Farewell. Our feelings are in ill accord : 

'T fain would weep, and you would reign a king. , 

CBEC^ (atopping antigone). . 

Ah, Madam, be a queen, and mount the throne ; / 

> ilqr this high rank belongs to none but you. ^ 







, aotigokb* 

Much ^hear, Crebn, would I hive you theror 
Tbid crown » yourc. 

CBBON, 

I lay it at your feet. 
AKT1CM>K£.* 

1 would refuse it if the gods themselyes 
Should offer it, au^ ^re you to present 
The crown to me ? • 

fEBON. 

. Its glory in my eyes 
Grows pale l^ore the honour I should f^l 
In homage to your beauty. Well I know 
Myself unworthy, but if 1 may claim 
Such high distinction, if illustrious deeds 
May merit it, what must I do ? 


ANTIOONB. 

As I 

Shall teach you. 

CEEON. 

What, indeed, to win such grace 
Would be too much ! But issue your commands 
And I am ready. 

ANTIGONE (going away). 

We shall see. 


OBEON (following her), 
I wait 


Tour bidding here. 


iNTiGONE (going away), 
Bemain. * 





, CbBON, ATTAltrs, Q'UABDS. 

AtTALVB. 

4 , e • Saj, is her tcrath 

Assuaged ? Think you to bend her will ? 

CBBON. 

*Tis done,. 

Bear Attains ; no fortune equals cnine. 

Tou shall behold in me this happy day 
Ambition throned* and love supremely blest. 

I ask’d of Heav’n the sceptre and her hand, 

And graciously the gods have granted both. 

To crown my head, and give my flame success. 
Hatred no less than love they arm to-day, 

Kindling two passions which, tho’ contrary,* 

Aid me alike, m her a tenderness 
Which overcomes her late severity, 

AiHd in her brothers wrath implacable, 

Opening the way to sovereignty for tne, 

As to her heart — 

ATTALUS. 

All smiles propitiously ; 

And^ere you not a father, happiness 
Would be complete. Love and ambitjbn find 
Full scope ; but Nature needs must mourn the loss 
Of two such sons. 

CBEON. 

Yes, it Sistresses me ; 

I know what from a father’s heart is due, 

And such was mine. But I was bom to reign; 

And less I lose than what I think to win. , 
rbe name of father, Attains, is trite, 

A gift that Heav’n Ifestows on almost all ; 

1 happiness so common I can slight, 

Compared, with what will make idl envious* 
k throne is not a boon of which the gods 



scnrit&’T 


«sif TR iiiidkib^, 
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Aw r $ pMte iu ft^ 

(X jnoTta^ $ few are henonr-d yrith. a dow'r 
Bopre^otis. Eti^ hae fewei^kiiigB tjiaii HeaVii 
Bas^^Scf' - Besidee, you know how Smuon loTod 
ThlFriuoBBS, and his passion was leturn’d; 

His suit, If he had lived, had rain’d mww 
trh^ be^ve me of a son, but thus 
pnbey me «f a rival. Speak of ^'07, 

Ahd'Ubt of sorrow; leave my raptures free 
FroUr sad remembrance of the shades of death. 
Tell me of what I*giin, not what I lose. 

Sp^.of the throne, already mine, — of her 
Whose heart win follow, fair Antigone. 

Ail that is past is but a dream to me » 

So ktea fawer and a subject, now 
A bridegroom and a king ; so sweet a change 
Thaii**“ , - ' 

' But Olympia comes! 


ATTALUS. 

Ah. and in tears ! 


Seme 5 . 

r 

' Onpir, Olthpia. Attalus, Guabds, 

I OLYMPIA. 

I Whom wait. vou. Sire P The Princess is no more. 

f ; ' OREOIS 

No, mote, Olympia r 

OT.-VTIffl^TA 

( ^ Vain is all regret. 

had' wt reach’d the chamber next to this, 

" bre I could perceive her fell design, 
TOldlj she plunged into her beauteous breast 
^If^same dagger which bad slain the Queen 
Thereadth a nfo wound did she inflict. 


JtACtNB’S WOlUCS. 


m 


[Act r% 


And* faint with loss of blood, fell ftiddenlj. 
Judge what mj horror must have been to see 
That sight ; her spul was r^idj*to take win^, 
Bijjb first she murmur’d, — ’Tis for you I die, 
Dear Heemon,’* — and life ended as she spake. 
Cold in my arms I felt her lovely frame, 

And thought my soul would quickly follow hers. 
Far happier had my sorrow brought me down 
To share with her the darkness of the tomb ! 


Scene 4. 

Cbeon, Attalus, Guards* 

CBEON. 

Ah, is it thus then that you flee from me, ' ^ 

Your hated suitor, and in cruel scorn « 

Could quench those lovely orbs that I adore. 

And seal them close lest they should look on roe. 
JIflsmon you loved, but less to follow him 
Than to escape from me, such haste to die ! 

And yet, tho^ thus severe you may remain. 

Hating my image e’en amongst the shades. 

Letting your wrath outlive the breath of life, 

I am resolved to follow where you lead ; 

Thbre shall my odious presence vex jou still. 
Incessant sighs to you repeat my pain, 

Which, if they cannot melt you, must torment, ^ 

No longer hoping for escape by death. 

Let me then die — 

ATTALUS {matching his sword away from him). 
A cruel wish, my lord ! 

OBEON. 

Nay, yours tne cruelty who murder me 
By saving life ! Come to my succour, love ; 

Come rage and fury, end my hateful days I 



BCKirB fi.}' THM TOBBAin, gj 

Baffle tl^ose.qfael iriends that keep me here ’ 
Pulfil/ouroracleB, ye gods, yourselves! - 
Last relic of ill-futed Lam6, 1 
Must p^sh, or your words be proved untrue • 

MiqIc tlio ffttftl 8C6ptr6 you Iiayb giv^n f 
Antigone is gone, take all the rest : 

I soorii your presents, and reject the throne. 

The lightinin^ stroke is all I ask of you. 

If deaf to pra/r, ^unt what my crimes dAinq,pd , 

And add another victim to your heap. 

Vainly I sue, m^ ^wn iniqui^es 
Bring ^own upon my head the ills I caused. 

Jooasta, and her sons, Antigone, 

My children, whom.my fierce ambitiop slew. 

And all the others whom I sacrificed, 

Already like dire Buries rend my heart. 

Cease— 

By my death your wrongs shall be avenged ; 

The lightning f^lls, the earth has open’d wide ; 

I feel a thousand torments all at once, 

And go to find repose in Tartarus. 

(^HefaUs into the arms of the guard^) 




ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 


A TUAGKDir. 




INTROD^rcnON TO ALEXANDER THE 
GREAT. 

f • 

stoiy of this difima is derived from Quintus 
f jL CurtiuB, Plutarch, and Justin. ^ T^e real hero . is 
pPorus rathei^ than Alexander ; and when it was first acted 
pQ 166S, mention is made of it tmder the former title, 
pacine himself writes thus ; — ** I have endeavoured to re- 
present in Porus an enemj worthy of Alexander; and 
[ may sfiy that Ji^s character has met with a high degree 
i>f public favour, and some have even censur^ me for 
paaking this prince greater than Alexander. But such 
M^rsons forget that in virtue of his victory Alexand^ 
s really greater than Porus, that every line of the tragedy 
eflects his praises, knd that even the invectives of Porus 
iud Axiaqa are so many tributes to the conqueror’s valour. 
?here is perhaps in Porus something that interests us 
Uore, from the very circumstance of his misfortunes.; for, 
ks Seneca has remarked, * we are naturally disposed tdtad- 
nire nothing in the world so much as a man who can bear 
idversity with courage.’ ” 



CHARACTERS. 


Alexander. 

PORIJS, 1 , 

TAX...KS. I 

Axiana, Qiieen <if another pari of India, 
Oleofhila, fiater if Taagilea. ^ 

HRPHiESTION, 


The scene is laid on the banks of the Hjdaspes, in the 
camp of Taxiles. 



ale:^ander the great. 

.4 TRAGEDY. 


A*CT 1. 

Scene 1. 

» 

Taxiles, Clbophila. 

CLEOPHILA. 

What ! go you to resist a king whose might 
Seems to force Heav’n itself to take his side, 

Before whose feet have fallen all the kings 
Of Asia, who holds Fortune at his beck P 
Open your eyes, my brother, and behold 
In Alexander one who casts down thrones. 

Binds kings in chains, and makes whole nations slaves 
And all the ills they have incurr’d prevent. 

TAXILES. 

Would you that, stricken with so mean a fear 
I bow my head to meet his threatening yoke, 

And hear it said by eveiy Indianstribe, 

I forged the fetters for myself and them ? 

Shall I leave Poms, and betray those chiefs 
Met to defend the freedom of our realms. 

Who without hesitation have declared 
Their brave resolve to live or die like kings ? 

See you a single one of them so cow’d 
At Alexander’s name, that he forgets 
To fight, and begs to be enroll’d his slave. 
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As of th* acknowledg’d master of the world P ^ 
So fiEtr from being daunted at his f ame^ 

They will attack him e’en in Vtetory’s lap. 

And would you, sister, have me crave his help 
'Whom I to-day am reiuly to withstand? 

CLEOPHILA. 

V^ay, is it flot to you tltis prince appeals, 

Sues for your friendship, and for yours alone, 

An^, ready to discharge his lightning flash, 

Makes secret efforts to protect your hea^ P 

TAXILES. 

Why should he %pafe his wrath for me alone ? 

Of all Hydaspes arms against him, how 
Have I deserved a pity that insults ? 

Why not to Porus make these overtures P 
Doubtless he deems him too magnanimous 
To heed an offer that is fraught with shafhe. 

And, seeking virtue of less stubborn mould. 
Thinks me, forsooth, more worthy of his care. 

• 

CliEOFHILA. 

Say not he thinks to find in you a slave. 

But deems you bravest of his enemies. 

And hopes that, may he but disarm your hand, 
Hisrtriuisph o’er the rest will be secured. 

His choice does no discredit to yourhame, 

He offers friendship cowards may not share. 

Tho’ he would fain see all the world submit 
To him, he wants no slave among his friends. 

Ah, if his friendship can your glory soil, 

You spared me not a stain of deeper dye. 

Ton know his daily services w me, 

Why did you ne’er attempt to check their course ? 
You see me now the mistress of his heart, 

A hundred secret missives make me sure 
Of his devotion, and to reach me come 
His ardent sighs across two hostile camps. 
Instead of urging hatred and disdain. 
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Tou oft have blamed me for severity ; 

You ledXne on to listen to his suit, 

Ay, and perchance to love him in my turn, 

taxilbs. 

You have no need to blush that charms so rare 
Have forced that mighty warrior to succumb, 
Nor should it cause alarm that he*vrhose pow’i 
Has dried Euphrates, can disarm your heart. 

But with my destiny our country’s fate 
Is link’d, and it mti A follow as J lead ; 

And tho’ you fain would turn me from the task, 
I must be free to guard h^r liberties. 

I know how this iny purpose gives you pajin. 

But I, like you, follow the star of love. 

Fair Axiana’s danger-darting eyes. 

Against your Alexander aim their shafts ; 

Queen of all hearts, she bids her subjects arm 
For freedom, which her charms alone must bind ; 
She hears with shame threats of captivity, 

Nor brooks another tyrant than herself. 

Her wrath, my sister, must command my sword. 
And I must go. 

GLEOPHILA. 

Ah, well, destroy yourself 
To please her ; what tho’ fatal the decree. 

Obey so dear a despot if you will, 

Or rather let your rival reap youy bays. 

Go fight for Porus, Axiana calls. 

Secure for him the empire of her heart, 

For your best valour will not make her bend. 

TAXILES. 

Think you that ^orus, sister — 

CLBOPHILA. 

Can you doubt, 

Yourself, that Axiana loves him ? What ! 

Can you not see how eager is her praise, 
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.Am parades his deeds before your eyes? 
the’ others may be brave, round him alone. 

Believe me, victory’s pinions smm to wave ; 

Without his sanction vain your wisest plans, 

Chfly with hurt rests India’s liberty j 

Had he not interposed, our walls ere now 

Had sunk in ashes, he alone can stop 

The conqiu^ror’s march.; this charming prince she makes 

Her god, and, tho’ you doubt it, fain would make 

Her lover ! 

* ^XILES. 

I have tried to doi^bt it ; ah. 

Be not so cruel as to blast all hope. 

Nor paint a picture^that 1 hate to see. 

Nay, helj) me rather to be blind, confirm 
My pleasing error. Pride befits the fair ; 

Tell me she treats all others e’en as me. 

And save me from despair. 

OLEOraiLA. 

With my consent 
Hope still, but nothing more expect &om sighs 
Too weak to move her. Why in battle seek 
A conquest Alexander offers you 
Himself f *Tis not with him you have to cope. 

But PoruB, who would wrest a prize so fair. 

Fayte, to^ unjust to others’ merit, vaunts 
His exploits, none bnt his, forgets tHfe rest ; 

Whate’er is done, he the sole credit claims. 

And leads you like his subjects to the field. 

Ah, if tliat title has a pleasing sound, 

Why not with Greeks an€ Persians range yourself' 
Beneath a worthier lord ? A hundred kings 
Will share your bonds ; Porus himself will come. 

Tea, the whole world. But Alexander fc^ps 
No chains for you. He leaves upon your hrorf 
The crown a haughty rival dares disdain. 

*Tis Porus and not he makes you a slave ; 

Be not his victim, when ’tis in your pow’r — 

But look, here comes your generous rivfd. 
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Ah, 

My bister, how my heart treats an alarm. 

And tells me, as I look, that he is loved ! 

OLEOPHILA. 

Time presses. Fare you well. With you it lies 
To be his sWe, or Alexander’s fi^end. 


Seen! 2. 

PoRus, Taxiles. 

POBUS. 

Sir, I am much deceived, or our proud foes 
Will make less progress than they reckon’d on. 
Impatient of <ielay, our gallant troops 
Show resolution stamp’d upon their brows. 
Strengthen each other’s hearts, and none too young 
To promise to himself victorious bays. 

From rank to rank the martial ardour s]:)reads, 

And eager cries have burst upon mine ears, 
Complaining that they cannot prove their zeal. 

But waste their vigour in an idle camp. 

Shall we allow* such courage to be lost*'^ 

Our wily foe knows where advantage hes ; 

Feeling himself still weak, to hold us back 
He sends Hephmstion hither, who demands 
A parley, that by idle words— 

TAXIjBES. 

^ ^ ’Tis fit 

To hear him, Sir; we know not yet what terms 
Are offer’d ; Alexander may wish peace. 

POBUB. 

Feace ! Would you then accept it at his hands s' 
Have we not seen him with repeated blows 
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DiituiHb the happy cBlm yre erst enjoy’d, 

And, fiword in hwd, enter these re^ma of qiits, 
Attacking kings who ne*er offended him Y 
Have we not s^en him laying countries waste. 

Oar rivers swollen with our subiects* blood ? 

Yet when the gods have placed him in our pow’r. 
Am I to wait until the tyrant deigns 
To pardon I 

TAXILES. 

, Say not Heav*n forsakef ^s cause ; 

With constant care it still •defends his head 
A monarch at whose nod so ma^y states 
Tremble is not a foe for kings to scorn. 

POBUS. 

I scorn him not, his courage I admire. 

And to his prowess render due respect ; 

But I too am ambitious to deserve 

The tribute which his merits force from m*e. 

Let Alexander be upraised to Heav'n, 

Yet will I pluck him thence, if so I may ; 

The altars which men’s trembling hands have rear’d 
To this terrestrial god, will I attack. 

E’en thus did Alexander treat those kings 
Whose provinces now own his greater sway ; 

If when he enter’d Asia he had quail’d, 

Darpis would not with his parting breath 
Have haird him king. 


TAXILEB. 

Sir, had Darius known 
How weak he was, he woujd be reigning now 
Where reigns another. But his fatal pride 
Was better founded than your present scorn. 
The fame of Alexander had not yet 
Burst like the lightning from behind the clouds ; 
Darius ne’er had heard his name before, 

And calmly dream’d of easy victory. 

He knew him soon, and all amazed beheld 
His countless hosts scatter’d like chaff, himself 
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Crttsh'd to the earth by a Tictorioiu ann ; 

The lightning, as it fell, unseal’d his eyes, 

POBUB. 

WhSit price too, think you, shall one hare tb pay 
For Swallowing this bait of shameful peace ? 

A hundred different tribes can tell you, Sin 
How, grossly eheated, peace for them meant cliains. 
Be not deceived, his smiles are treacherous ; 

His proffer’d friendship leads to slavery 
For ever ; no half -service will %vail. 

Submit to bondage, or remain his foe. 

TAXILB«. 

To turn from rashness is not cowardice ; 

A harmless homage may be all he claims. 

With flattering words soothe this ambitious prince, 
Till lust of conquest summon him elsewhere ; 

For like a moumtain torrent he sweeps by, 

And overwhelms all that arrests his course ; 
Gorged with the wrecks of many multitudes, 

The roar of mighty waters fills the world. 

What boots it to let surly pnde provoke 
His wrath P With favorable welcome hail 
His march, and waive those rights we may resume 
Hereafter, nor refuse what costs us nought. 

^ POBUS, 

What costs us nought ! Dare you believe it. Sir ? 
And shall I count as nothing honour lost? 

The coward’s brand is far too dear a price 
At which we may redeem our disul^nis ! 

But think you that a prince so bold and proud 
Can pass this way and lea\e no trace behind P 
How many monarebs, wreck’d upon this reef, 
Betaiyi their titles but to please his pride ! 

Should we once crouch, his vassals, we should find 
Our crowns no more sit firmly on ourlieads : 
Should we displease him, from our nerveless hands 
Would drop our sceptres at his slightest breath. 
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Snjr udli he marches on from land to land, 
ijpid leaves them as they were ; the knots he tie 
Bind princes fast ; and ofttimes in the dust 
He seeks fit instruments to govern slaves. 

But such mean cares touch not my firm resolve, 
Tour interest alone inspires my words : 

Porus declines to treat of terms of peace. 

When (3-lorv sneaks no other voice he hears. 

TAXILES. 

1 liear what Honour bids^s well as you, 

To save my countiy is what she commands 

POBUS. 

Save her and honour too. This day forestall 
Th’ mvader, let us march to meet his arms. 

TAXILBSi 

Contempt and Bashness are unfaithful guides. 

PORUS. 

Shame follows hard upon a timid soul. 

TAXlIiES. 

Kings who can save their subjects earn their love. 

PORUS. 

But honour’d more when they know how to reign. 

gAXlLES. 

Such counsel finds response from pride alone. 

PORUS. 

Tet kings will heed it, ay, and queens, perchance. 

TAXILES. 

The queen has eyes, it seems, for none but you. 
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POBtTS. 

A slave ^she mai^ks vrith anger and contempt. 

TAXILBS. 

But think jou, sir, 'tis Love that would expose 
Her people and herself along with you ? 

Nay, tell yourself the naked trutfi, confess 
Tour guiding light is Hatred and not Love. 

POBUS. 

1 feadily will own that righteous wrath 
Biakes me love war as much as you love peace. 

That burning with a noble fire 1 go 
To measure swords ’gainst Alexander’s pride. 

The praises of his valour vex my soul, 

Which long has panted for this happy day. 

Ere he was on-sny track my spirit rose 
Sesentful, and in secret hated him. 

With keen impatience and fierce jealousy, 

I thought his near approach too long delay’d, 

And drew him hither with such warm desire 
As made me wish myself on Persian soil 
To meet him sooner. Should he balk me now, 

And seek to leave these regions, then would I 
Dispute in arms his passage, and refuse 
The peace he condescends to offer us. 

TAXILES. 

So high a spirit and so firm a heart 
Augur a glorious place in History’s page ; 

And should you sink beneath the bold attem])t, 

Tour fall at least will thro’ the world resound. 
Farewell. The queen draws near. Display that zeal, 
That pride which makes your merit in her eyes. 

My presence would disturb your interview, 

And my faint-hearted pruden(*e raise a blush. 
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Scene 3. 

PoBX7s» Axiaha. 

AXIABA. 

What ! Taxiles avoids me ! Why is this ? — 

POBUS. 

Ah, he does well to hide from you his %bame 
No longer daring to encouuler risk, 

How could he bear to look you in the face ? 
But let us leave him, madam, to his choice ; 
He and his sister *go to pay their vows 
To Alexander. Let us leave a camp 
Where Taxiles, with incense in his hand, 


AXIANA. • 

But what says he, Sir 

POBUS. 

Betrays too much. Already docs this slave 
Boast of the bondage ho would have me share. 

AXIAT^A, 

Be n&t so flassionate, and let me try • 

To stop him. Tho' discouraged, his warm sig 
Assure me of his love. Howe’er that be. 

Let me try speech with him again, nor force 
That purpose into action bx your scorn 

Ttcru:,\. 1 Ji T 


POBUS. 

What ! Doubt you that P 
And will you trust a^aithless lover’s heart 
Who to a tyrant means, this very day. 

To give you up, thinking thereby to win 
Your hand from himj Well, if you will, assist 
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Your own betrayal. He may seize the prize 
I deem’ti my own, but still it shall be mine 
To fight and die for you ;«this glory mocks 
His jealous efforts. 

AXIAKA. 

Think you then, my loye 
Shall be the meed of insolence so base, 

And that my 4 ieart, submitting to his sway. 

Could e’er consent to be disposed of thus P 
Can you impute sucji crime without a blush P 
When have I shown him partif^lity ? 

Were I to choose ’tween Taxiles and you, 

How can you think that t could hesitate ? 

Know I not well how his unstable so\)I , 

Is sway’d alternately by love and fear ? 

And were it not for mo, his timid heart 
Would soon be vanquish’d by his sister's wiles. 

Made Alexander's captive, as you know, 

She afterwardstreturn’d to Taxiles ; 

But soon I found she meant to fasten him 
111 the same trap which had ensnared her heart. 

POEUS. 

And can you live beside her after that ? 

Why not abandon her to guilt and crime ? 

Why be so anxious now to spare a prince — 

, AXIANA. 

For your sake I would win him. Shall I see 
You overwhelm’d with care for our defence. 

And left alone t’ attack so strong a foe ? 

I would have Taxiles combine bis arms 
With yours, in spite of all his sister's plots. 

Would that your zeal could spare some thought for me ! 
But such considerations arc too mean 
To move you. So that you may nobly fall. 

You little care what follows, nor provide 
Befuge for me from Alexander’s wrath. 

Or from your rival’s love, who, treating me 
Soon as his humble captive, will deipand 
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My heart and hand as purchased by your blood. 
Well, go, my lord, fulfil your eager wish, 

Think only of the conflict, and &rget 
To guard your life, forget how Heaven had smooth’d 
The way that might have led to happiness. 

It may be Axiana in her turn 
Was well disposed to go. 

^ , But nay, depart ^ 

To lead your army, we have talk’d too long, 

And vmi arfi wparv of defii.infnpnf. liorp 

pSbus, 

Stay, Madam! see how earnest is* my flame: 

, Order my life, an^ n^e my soul your own ; 

Glory, 1 own it, has much influence there, 

But what can charms so matchless not perform ? 

I will forget what plans we form’d to join 
Our forces to risk all against the foe ; 

That Porus deem’d it happiness supreme, . 

Alone to triumph in his rival’s eyes. 

’I say no more. Proclaim your sovereign will ; 

.^d Fame and Hatred both shall bow to you 

AXIANA. 

Pear nought ; the heart which will so well obey 
Is not in hands that can betray their trust : 

Its glory is too much my care to wish 
To sflip a hero bent on victory. . 

Hasten your steps to meet the enemy. 

But do not part yourself from your allies : 

Control them gently ; and with tranquil mind 
Leave me to try my skill op Taxiles ; 

Let milder sentiments tow’rds him prevail, 

I undertake to make him fight for you. 

POBUS. 

Well, go then. Madam, I consent with joy : 

And let us see HeplTaestion since wo must, 

But without losing hope of following dose, 

I wait Hepheestion — ^then the battle-field. 
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Scene 1. 

ClbophiiiA, Hbphastioh. 

•> 

REPH^STION. 

Te8» while jour hii^a together hold debate, 

Until the council niei^, ladj, let me 
Tell you what secret reasons bring me here. 

I, ae'the friend to whom nfy lord confides 

The flame which your eyes kindled, would, to them 

Beveal it, and entreat you to extend 

To him the peace which he would grant your kings. 

After so many sighs, what may he hope ? 

Tour brother gives consent, yet you delay. 

Why let your loyer, doubtful and perplex’d, 

His heart ne’er offer but with constant dread 
Of your refusal P Must he at your feet 
Lay all the world that’s left ? 

Give peace ? Make war 
Which shall it be P Command ! 

His feet will run, 

By conquest or by merit to prevail. 

GLEOPHILA. 

May I believe a prince of fame so high 
Still keeps the memory of my feeble charms ? 

That he who makes Terror and Victory 
His followers should condescen<hto sigh 
For me ? Such captives break their chain full soon ; 

To grandest projects Glory leads them on, 

And Love within their breasts, hinder’d and crush’d 
Is ’neath a weight of laurels soon o’erwhelmed. 

So long as I his prisoner remain’d, 

I might have mc^e some slight impression there ; 

But, Sir, I fancy when he loosed my bonds 
The hero in his turn soon burst his own. 
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Ah» had you seen him chafing $,t delays, 

Oounting the days that kept you from his sight, 
IiOTe, you would own, was urging on his steps : 

He rush’d to battle but in search of you, 

*Tis you who lead the conqueror of kings 
Thus thro’^your provinces to march in haste. 

And rend, upon his way, ’neath his strong arm 
All obstacles that hinder his approach. 

Now on the self-same plain our banners wave 
With yours ; he views yodr ramparts from his own ; 
But after all his exploits, fear aaibdues 
The victor’s heart lest it should still be far 
From yours. His ]ft,pid strides from land to land 
Have served him nought, if you against him bar 
That heart, and daily doubt his constancy 
T* excuse the harshness that makes no response 
To faithful vows ; with weapons of distrust 
Your mind — 


CLEOPHILA. 

Alas, how weak the best defence 
Against such doubts ! Our hearts we vainly vex 
With reasons to suspect Avhat most they wish. 
Would your lord read the sc'crt^t of my soul ? 

'Tis with delight I hear how much he loves ; 

I f^r’d that time had made his passion ebb ; 

I fain would have his heart, and that for aye. 

I will say more : When he our frontier forced. 
And within Oraphis took me prisoner, 

When I beheld him master of the world, 

To be his captive seem’d a privilege. 

And far from murmuring against my fate, 

Its sweetness grew with custom, I will own. 

Till freedom was a memory erased, 

Recovery of which I claim’d, yet fear’d. 

Think how I must jrejoice at his return. 

But would he have me see him blood besprent ? 
'Gomes he to show himself an enemy ? 

Is’t not for torture that he seeks me out ? 
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No, Madaixi ; vanqiiisli’d bf your potent cljiarais. 

He vails the terrors of his ilashing sword, 

He offers peace to kings whose eyes are blind, 

The bend that conld have crush’d them he withdraws. 
He fears lest victory — ^too easy prize — 

Might point hig weapon to your brc^her’s brea&U: 

His courage shrinks from causing you a pang, 

Nor t^ovets laurels sprinkled with your tears. 

Prosper the anxious <Are his love inspires ; 

Save him from winning sorrowful success, 
And^influence monarchs whom his mercy spares 
T* accept a boon they owe to you alone. 

CLEOPHILA. 

Ah, doubt it not, my agitated soul 
With just alarm is ceaselessly distress'd ; 

I tremble for my*brother, lest his blood 
Should stain the hand of enemy so dear ; 

But vainly I oppose his fiery zeal, 

Porus and Axiana rule his soul ; 

A king’s example and a queen’s bright eyes 
Bise up against me when I try to speak. 

When harass’d thus, what have 1 not to dread ' 

I fear for him, — for Alexander too. 

I know he has destroy’d a hundred kings 
Who dared defy him ; •well his feats I know, 

But I know Porus, under whose command 
Our people have repulsed and triumph’d o’er 
Scythian and Mede, and, proud of former bays. 

Will follow him to victory or death. 

I fear — 

HEPHiESTlON. 

Nay, harbour not a fear so vain ; 

Let Porus rush whither disaster leads, ^ 

Let India in his cause arm all her States, 

And let your brother only hold aloof. 

Bat here they come. 

a 



83 


BACIKX’S WOBIES. 


[act II. 


OI.BOPHII.A. 

AccompHfe your good work ; 
Tour wisdom may disTOrse these angry ^ouds. 

Or, if the storm must burst, be this your care, 

Tlo make it fall on other heads than ours. 


Scene 2. 

PoBcs, Taxii,bs, HsPitauTioir. 

HEPHiES^ION. 

Ere the fierce conflict that looms threat’ninglj 
Adds to our many inquests all your States, 

My lord is willing to suspend his stroke, 

And for the last time offers terms of peace. 

Tour people, prepossess’d with flattering hopes, 

The victor of Euphrates thought to stay : 

In spite of all your squadrons scatter’d vude, 
Hydaspes sees at length our standards float 
. Along his hanks, which o’er your trenches soon 
"Would stand, while native blood your fields bedew’d, 
Did not our hero, crown’d with other bays. 

Himself the ardour of his warriors check. 

He comes not hither stain’d with princely gore, 

By barbarous triumph to affright these realms. 

And, fre^pa your ruin reaping bright renown. 

O’er your kings’ tombs victorious trbphies raise : 

But be not ye yourselves deceived by hope 
Illusive, nor provoke your own defeat. 

Ere his resistless hand descends in wrath. 

Delay no longer, you hai^ done enough 
Already in withholding homage due, 

Such as your hearts must own his valour claims : 
Welcome the firm support his arm affords. 

And honour the Protector of your States. 

Such is the message he is pleased to send. 

Beady to drop the sword or take it up. 

You know his purpose, make your choice this day, 

To lose your crowns, or hold them as from him. 
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TAXZLBS, 

Sir, think not that a rude|g.nd sullen pride 
Forbids us such rare virtue to respect 
And that our people with presumptuous zeal 
Wrf^be your enemies in spite of you. 

We render to true greatness aU that's meet ; 

Te worship gods that owe to us their fanes ; 

Heroes who pass'd with you for mbrtal men 
Have met with votive altars among us. 

But vain would b^t]^' attempt to make our tribes 
Change their free worship into slavery. 

Trust me, tho’ glory mov^a them to adore, 

Ncf incense will they offer on constraint. 

How many other States subdued by you • 

Have seen their sov'reigns bend beneath the yoke ? 

After aU these, is it not time enough 

That Alexander should look out for friends ? 

These captives, trembling at their master’s name, 
But ill supports, pow'r so newly bom ; 

They have their eyes open to every chance 
Of freedom ; your dominions all are full 
Of hidden foes. They weep their kings discrown'd, 
In secret ; and your chains, too widely stretch’d, 
Grow slack ; the Scythians, mutinous at heart 
Already, soon will burst the bonds to which 
You destine us. Try, taking for a pledge 
Our friendship, whether xaith no oath constrains 
Can bind us. Leav^ a people free who know 
How freely to applaud your famous deeds. 

I take your master's friendship on these terms. 
And 1 await him as a monarch may 
A hero on whose steps glory attends, 

Who wins my heart, but cannot touch my throne. 

PORXJS. 

I thought when gathering his provinces 
Hydaspes saw us flocking to protect 
His banks from outrage, that for task so gpreat 
There came no kings with me but such as were 
The foes of tyrants^ but since one is found 
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1\> liolc the hand that threatens, and to court 
His own disgrace, in league with Macedon, 

It rests with me to speak for th#se whose trust 
Has been betray'd by him, and in the name 
Of India make rejdy. 

Why comes he here, 

The King who sends you ? Do we nc*ed the aid 
He offers?. With what countenance can he 
Presume to shelter those who have no foe * 

Save him alone ? Ere he laid waste the world 
In ftiry, India rested in repose. 

Or if some neighbour State ruffled her calm, 

She had no lack of children to defend 
Her honour well. What means this fierce attack ® 
What barbarous “dedfl has roused your master’ll wrath? 
Did e’er a force of ours his realms invade. 

And ravage ruthlessly those lands unknown ? 

So many countries, deserts, rivers lie 
Between him and ourselves, as well miglit bar 
All access. E’en on Earth’s remotest ver^e 
Can none escape the knowledge of his name 
And galling chains ? Strange valour must be his, 
^l!hat only seeks to injure, and consumes 
All that its fires approach, owning no rule 
But proud disdain. He fain would make the world 
One prison, all, as many as we are 
Of human kind, slaves whom his foot may crush ^ 

Moce lan^s, more kings ! His sacrilegious hands 
Kange all men under the same iron yoke. 

Already he devours us in his greed : 

Of sovereigns once so many we alone 
Are left to reign. What say I ? We alone ! 

Nay, only I, in whom theve yet remain 
The traces of a King. But at that thought 
My courage rises, and well pleased I see 
This wide world shake, that by my arm alone 
Its freedom may be stablish’d, if at all ; 

And that with pea^e restored, all men may say ; — 

“ Q-reat Alexander would have tamed the world, 

Had he not met on Earth’s extremes! bounds, ' 

A king who broke her chains, and set bw free.” 
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HEPHASTION. 

Your resolution shows at Ifast a heart 
Valiant, but ^tis too late t’ oppose the storm. 

W^ith no support but yours, this tottering globe, 

As WM^ll as you yourself, must pity claim. 

I will not tiy to hold you back, march on 
Against my master, only I could n^ish ^ 

You knew him better, and that Fame had told* 

At least the half of his achievements. You 
Would see — 

PORU^. 

What should* I see, what could I learn, 
To make me fall at Alexander’s feet ? 

Persia without an effort brought beneath* 

His yoke ? Your arms weary with shedding blood ? 
What glory was it to subdue a king 
Nerveless, already by soft ease enthraird ; 

To quell a nation sapless and inert. 

Whose golden harness made them sweat and groan. 
Who made no stand, but prostrate fell in crowds, 
Till corpses only block’d your master’s way? 

Dazed with his least exploits, all other tribes 
Game humbly on their knees to beg for terms, 

And, giving heed to oracles of fear. 

Thought it were impious to resist a god. 

But we, who conquerors scan with other eyes, 

'Know well that tyrants are no deities ; 

So that, however slaves may flatter him, 

We deem the Son of Jupiter a man. 

We go not forth to strew his path with flow’rs. 

And everywhere he finds us arms in hand. 

He sees his conquests stopp’d eAch step he takes ; 
Here does a single rock cost him more lives, 

More trouble, more assaults, almost more time 
Than all the strength of Persia’s serried hosts. 

The ease that was her ruin is to us 
Hateful, our native gold did ne’er corrupt 
Our courage. Only glory tempts our hearts, 

The sole possession I dispute with him. 

’Tis that alone~ 
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HEPH^STIOK, 

Which Alexa^nder seeks. 

To lower gains his soul is loath to stoop ; 

No other aim led him to leave his realms, 

And to the throne of Cyrus brought his steps, 

Shook the firm pillars of that mighty State, 

Arm’d his attack, laid ^ctory and crowns ^ 

At his disposal. Since your pride rejects 
The proffer’d pardon glory does not grudge, 

Yotfr eyes, the witnesses of his succesi,* 

Shall, this day forth, see how he fights for fame, 

And, sword in hand, marches to*victory. 

POBUS. 

Qo then : and I will meet him ere he come. 


Scene 3. 

PoRus, Taxileb. 

TAXILES. 

What ! so impatient ! Will you then — 

pORirs. 

Not so, 

With your alliance will I meddle not, 

Hephsestion, bitter only against me, 

OE your submission will inform his king. 

The troops of Axiana, boflnd to me. 

Await the conflict, ranged beneath my flag, 

The honour of her throne will I support, 

As of my own, and you shall judge the fray. 

Let not your heart however, in its zeal 

For your new friends, kindle fresh flames of strife. 
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Scene 4, 

Axiaka, Pobus, Taxiles. 


AXIANA (to taxiles). 

is tliis they say of you ? Our foes 
it their Boast that Taxiles suhmits. 

At least at heart, nor inarches ’gainst a king 
Whom he respects.* t 

TAXILE9. 


^ The word of enemies 

Is hardly to be trusted ; time will teach 
A better knowledge. * 

AXIANA. 


Sir, then give the lie 
To this insulting rumour, and confound 
Those who have^ittered it. Like Porus go, 
Force them to silence ; let them feel your wrath. 
And learn they have no deadlier foe than you. 


TAXILES. 

Madam, I go my army to array. 

Heed less these rumours that alarm you so : 
Porus performs his duty ; so will I. 


Scene 5. 

Axiana, P^Bcrs. 

AXIANA. 

That cold and sullen brow gives me no clue. 
His craven bearing looks not that of king 
Marching to victory, whom 1 can trust. 

We may not longer doubt we are betraj^’d : 

He to his sister sacrifices name 

And country. In his hatred he desires 
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Our downfall, and but waits the battle hour 
To show it. 

* pobiA. 

Losing him, I lose a prop 
XTustable ; I have known him far too well 
Tp count on his support. These eyes have seen 
His doubt^, unmoved, his feeble ann 

Much more if raised for us. A traitor fled, 

To please his sister, weakens us much lesj 
Thjt.n powardlv resistance. 

AXIAK* 

• Be not rash ; 

Your valour reckons not th’ invading hosts 
Almost alone, hastening to meet his strokes 
You but onnose vourself to countloRR foes. 


POBUS. 

What ! would you have me prove a traitor too, 
TA.nd, out of terror, give you up for slaves ? 

That I should stay within my camp confined, 

And, after giving cliallenge, shirk the fight ^ 

Nay, Madam, I believe it not, but know 
Too well that soul where glory’s fire burns high. 
Cai;^ I fo^et whose were the potent charms 
That roused our princes all, and dre^ them on 
To battle? Whose high spirit scorn’d to yield, 
And none but Alexander’s conqueror 
Would love ? That task be mine, whereto I haste 
Less to avoid his chains than merit yours. 

Madam, I go, ambitious to deserve 
Bondage so sweet, to conquer or to die ; 

And, since my sighs appeal without avail 
To one whose heart glory alone can sway, 

I will go forth to win a victory 

That shall attach such honour to my name, 

As may from love of valour lead your heart. 
Perchance, to love the victor. 
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’ AZIANA. 

• Go, my lord. 

It may lie in the camp of Taxiies 

Thefe will be found men braver than himself ; 

To r^ise them I will make a last essay, 

'Jliereafter share your fortune m your camp. 

Seek not to know the secrets of my heart , 
live, and enjoy a triumph. 

POBUSf 

This delay 

Is needless. Madam. Why not tell me now 
If my entreaties move you ? Gan youl* h^t 
Suffer a hapless prince, whose cruel fate 
Perhaps condemns him ne’er to see again 
The idol of his soul, to die without 
The pfoud assurance of a destiny 
So great? 

AXIABA. 

What can I say ? 

POBUS. 

Queen of my soul, 
If any tenderness you felt for me, 

That heart, which gi\os me promise of renown 
To be this day achieved, might promise more, 

A little love. Can it defend itself 
Against such sighs ? Can it — 

AZIABA. 

March forth to meet 
Th' invader. Victory is yours, if he 
Resist no better than this heart of mine. 
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[act us. 


ACT HI. 

Scene 1. 

Axiana, Cleophila. 

AXIANA. 

How is this, Madam ? Am 1 prisoner here ? 
Forl^iddeii to behold my a^y march* * 

To battle ? Is ’t with me that Taxiles 
Begins his treason thus, in his cAvn camp 
Holding me cap^ve ? This then is the fruit 
Of all his sighs ! My humble worshipper 
Become my master ; and, already tired 
Of my disdain, despairing of the heart 
He binds the limbs ! 


OLBOPHILA. 

Nay, but you construe ill 
Jhe just alarm of one who ne’er succumb’d 
^ve to your charms. View with a kinder eye 
The zeal which makes your safety its concern. 
Wliile round us now two mighty armies, stirr'd 
With equal ardour for the bloody fray, 

Make everywhere the sparks of fury fly, 

In what direction would you guide your steps ^ 
Where could you find a shelter from*the storm 
But here, where all is calm and life is safe ? 
Like tranquil port — 


4XIANA. 

’Tis that tranquillity 
With its degrading safety I resent. 

What ! When my subjects, fighting for their queen, 
And led by Porus, fall upon the plain. 

Sealing their faithful service with their blood. 

When I can almosl hear their dying cries. 

They prate to me of peace, and in his camp 
Your brother keeps a posture of repose 
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Amid the tumult, and iusultB my grief. 

Directing my sad eyes to sights of joy ! 

OLEOPHILA. 

Would YOU then. Madam, that my brother’s love 
Should leave in danger’s jaws a life so dear P 
He knows too well tiie hazard — 

AXIANA. 

And to turn 

My steps therefrom, this generous lover makes 
camp my prison ; whilst his rival risks 
Life for my sake, his valour is content 
To act the gaoler ! 

CliSOPHILA. 

Happy Porus ! How 

The shortest absence from him tries you sore 
With such impatience that you needs must search 
The field of battle to discover him ! 

AXIANA. 

I would do more ; yea, even to the tomb 
Would follow him with ardour and with pride. 
Lose all my realms, and see with eyes unmoved 
The victor pay therewith Cleophila 
For entrance to her heart ! 

OLEOPHILA. 

You need not go. 

If you seek Porus. Soon will he be brought 
Hither a captive. Let us guard for him 
So fair a conquest that his love nas made. 

AXIANA. 

Already does your heart in triumph fly 
To Alexander, and his victory liail. 

But, trusting to the flattering hopes of love. 

Your boasts may prove a little premature ; 

You press your eager wishes somewhat far. 
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iLad count too soon upon your ]ieatt*8 desire : 

Tea — 

CLEOPB8LA. 

Now my brother comes, and we shall learn 
Whose the mistake has been. , 

▲XIANA. 

No room fof doubt ^ 
Longer remains ; that brow so satisfied 
Has the defeat of Porus written thert. t 


Scene 2. 

Taxiles, Axzana, Oleophila. 


TAXILES. 

Madam, had Porus been less choleric, 

And follow’d the good counsel of a friend, 

He might indeed have spared my present pain 
•-In coming to announce his fate myself. 


Is Porus — 


AXIANA. 


TAXILES. 

^ All is over : and deceived 
Ly valour, he is taken in the toils • 

Of which I warn’d him ! ’Twas not that his arm, 
(For to a fallen rival 1*11 be just,) 

Fail’d to dispute the victory right well. 

Making his foes pay dearly with their blood; 
Glory, attracted by his brilliant feats, 

’Tween him and Alexander for a while 
Waver’d. But, in his anger against me. 

At last he charged too hotly, and I saw 
His troops disorder’d, broken, turn'd to flight. 
Tour soldiers routed, and his own dispersed ; 

Saw finally himself carried along 
With them, in their endeavours to escape ; 
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Too late of vain resentment disabused^ 

He long*& for succour he refused before. 

AXIAXA. 

Befu\sd I What then ? Tour patriotic pride 
Waits till entreaties rouse its energies ! 

Against your will you must be forced to fight, 
Else will you stir not e’en to save jfcur realms ! 
But to return to Porus — did he not 
Speak by example yijh commanding voice ? 
Gould not his risk put courage m your heart, 

The danger of your mistress, and the State 
BecSy to perish ? Go, you serve full well 
The master giv’n you by your sister ! J)o • 
Whate’er her spite dictates ! Treat all alike, 

And let your mistress share your rival’s chains ! 
So well you’ve work’d, your crime and his defeat 
Have placed that noble hero in my Iieart, 

To be adored. Ero this day ends, I wish 
To make my love and hatred manifest, 

Before your face to pledge myself to him. 

And in his presence swear immortal hate 
For you. Farewell, and love me if you will, 
Now that you know me. 


TAXILES. 

Think not that my vo^s 

Are faithless. Look for neither threats nor chains ; 
Better does Alexander know what’s due 
To queens. Allow his kindness a free scope, 

And keep a throne Porus should ne’er have placed 
In peril. At all hazards I inyseft 
Would wage fierce battle with the hand that touch’d 
Object so sacred. 

AXIANA. 

What * my sceptre then, 

Giv’n by a foe, must be upheld by you f 
Shall the same tyrant set me on my throne. 

Who came to dnve me from it ? 
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TAZ1LX8. 

Kings and queens, 

When fallen low before his conquering sword, 

Have let his generous kindness soothe their woes. 
The wife and mother of Darius see. 

How like a brother does he treat the one, 
like son the other ! 


AXIANA. 

Nay, I cannot sell 

My friendship, flatter tyrants, owe ifly»crown 
To pity. Persia’s womefl are too weak 
For me to copy. Think you I -will haunt 
My victor’s court, follow him thro’ the world, 

And boast hoV light the chains he makes me wear? 
If he gives crowns, let him give ours to you, 

And deck you, if he will, with borrow’d plumes ; 
Nor Porus, nor myself, will grudge you these, 

And you will be a slave much more than we. 

I hope that Alexander’s pride, ere long, * 

Vex’d that your crime should stain his victory, 

Will by your execution clear himself. 

* Knaves such as you oft play the traitor twice. 

Let not his present favours dazzle you ; 

Look you how Bessus suffer’d, faithless found. 
Farewell. 


Scene 3. 

Gleophila, Taxiles. 

CJ^EOPHILA. 

You may indulge her in this fury : 
Time and the Conqueror’s pleasure will conspire 
For your success. Her rage, say what she may, 
Will not for long refuse to mount a throne. 

The master of her fortunes, you will be 
Lord of her heart! But tell me, have you seen 
The Victor ? For what treatment may we look 
From him ? What said he ? 
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TAXILBS. 

Sister, I hare seen 

Your Alexander. Such a youthful grace 
Met my first glance, as seem’d to falsify 
Thcf number of his feats ; my thoughts, I own, 
Dar^ not connect such great renown with one 
So young ; but on that brow heroic pride 
Was stamp’d ; his fiery eye and noble port 
Told me ’twas Alexander, for his face 
Infallibly proclaims ^ow great his soul ; 

And, with a presehce that supports his claims. 
His eye is no less potent to command 
Than is his arm. His glery dazzled me, 

Fresh from the field ; and m his smile 1 road 
Success. On seeing me, his pride foi^ot,* 

He made his goodness evident instead. 

'rhe triumph of the victor could not hide 
The lover’s tenderness. “ Betum,” he said, 
Prepare your sister’s lovely eyes to see 
A conqueror wlio lays his victory 
And heart before her feet.” 

He follows close. 

Iso more. I leave you mistress of your fate, 

To 7t»u entrust the conduct of my own. 

CLEOPHILA. 

Ff t have pow’r, you shall keep yours intact. 

..ill Mhdl obey you, if the Conqueror’s ear 
mine. * 

TAXILBS. 

I go then. See, he comes himself. 


Scene 4. 

Alexander, Taxiles, Oleophila, Hephasbtion. 

ALEXANDER. « 

Gh>, my HephsBstion. Porus must be found ; 

Tate him alive, and spare the vanquish’d all. 
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Scene 5. 

Alexander, Taxilbs, Cleophila. 

ALEXANDER (to TAXILES). 

^Is it then true, Sir, a misguided queen 

Prefers the valour of a iieadstrong king 

To you ? Bui fear him not, his realms are yours ; 

You have a prize to offer that may sw.iv 

Hef passion. Sovereign qjf two kingdoms, hers 

Is in your hands. Go, with yom* vows present 

Three crowns. 

TAXILES. 

You are too generous. 'Tis too much 

ALEXANDER. 

At leisure you may thank me for my care. 

Go where Love calls you now ; nay, linger*not ; 

And let the palm of victory crown your flame. 


Scene 6. 

Alexander, Cleophila. 

ALEXANDER. 

« 

Madam, his love shall have my firm support. 

May I have nought, who can do all for him ? 

So lavish of the fruits of victory 

Toward him, shall I have pothing for myself. 

But barren fame ? Sceptres restored or giv’n 
Into your hands, friends crown’d with mine own bays, 
The honours I have won rain’d on their heads, 

All show to other conquests I aspire. 

Did I not promise you my strong right arm 
Should soon to yoUr sweet presence bring me nigh ? 
Fo];get not. Madam, that you promised then 
To me a nlane within vonr heart. I eome. 
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The pow*r of Ijove has fought on my behalf. 

And Victhiy has herself redeem’d my word. 

When all around you see si^^ued, ’tie time 
To yield yourself. Say, would your heart withdraw 
The pledge it gave ? Can it alone escape 
The ^nqueror of to-day, who seeks but that ? 

cnEOPHinA. - 

My heart is not so stem as to remain 
Invincible, when all«e%e owns your will. 

1 pay due honour to the glorious strength 
That holds a hundred nations at your feet. 

To cdnquer India was your easiest task ; 

The firmest courage you inspire with dAad* 

And, when you will, your kindness in its turn 
Will touch with gratitude the hardest hearts. 

But ah, my lord, that valour and that grace 
Oft wake within me trouble and alarm ; 

I fear lest you, ccSitented to have gain’d 
^ My heart, should leave it in distress to pine, 

I That, heedless of the passion you arous<^, 

\ Your soul should scorn conquest so lightly woi 

I liove lasts not long with heroes like yourself. 

But glory ever has trans^Kirting charms ; 

And, 'mid your amorous sighs, it well may be 
\ To conquer still is all that you desire. 

AnEXANUEB. 

.How little can you know the ardent love 
That wings those sighs w irh which I turn to y« 

At other times, I own, amidst my droops, 

My heart has panted only for renown ; 

Peoples and kings, subdued beneath my sway, 
Alone seem’d worthy objects of concern. 

Persia’s fair dames, presented to my sight, 
better than her kings could vanquish pie ; 

M!y heart, arm’d with disdain against their sh 
^fused to render homage to their charms ; 
Invincible, ’twas glory it adored ; 

H 



98 


bacikVs iroBxs. 


[act III. 

V 

To IiOTe insensible, it deem’d its loss 
Felicity, tiU your dear tyrant eyes 
Inflicted a nevr wound within ^y heart. 

The pride of victoiy is its aim no more, 

But glad it is to boast its own defeat ; 

Blest if your eyes, melting in tenderness, 

Own in their turn the conquest they have won ! 

Why will you always ^oubt their victory, 

Always reproach me with my warrior bays,* 

As tho’ the pleasing fetters you impose 
Wsre form’d to bind none but ignoMe^ouls ? 

On strange new exploits P am bent, to show 
The pow’r of Love on Alexander’s heart. 

This arm of mine, pledged to your service now, 

Has to maintain ymir honour with my own ; 

The trump of Fame shall tell in martial notes 
Of nations to our world as yet unknown, 

And there to you shall altars rise, where none 
Are raised by savage hands to gods themselves. 

CLXOFHILA. 

Yes, thither Victory will follow you, 

Your captive, but I have my doubts if Love 
Will do the same. So many seas between 
May wash my image from your memory. 

When Ocean bears you on his stormy waves. 

The whole world vanquish’d, — when that day arrives, 
Wken you shall see all monarchs at«your knees 
Lie prostrate, and Earth, trembling, hold her peace 
Before you, will you think how a young Quteu 
Unceasingly regrets you, in the heart 
Of her far distant realm% and calls to mind 
How sweetly you assured her of your love ? 

ALEZAITDEB. 

What ! Think you then that, cruel to myself 
I can abandon hefe so lare a priase 
Of beauty ? Or will you yourself refuse 
The throne of Asia that 1 ofEer you P 
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OLSOPBII^ 

My lord, you know that on my brother’s will 
My own depends. 

ALEXANDER. 

. Ah ! if my happiness 

Is in his hands, all India, to his nod 
Submissive, &oqa for me shall intereede. 

CLEOPHILA. 

My love for him islEree from selfish taint. 

Soothe, I implore you, an offended Queen ; 

Nor.let a rival who this dsiy has braved 
Your anger, prove more fortunate thaii^ he. 

ALEXANDER. 

A noble rival Porus was, indeed ; 

Never such valour won my high regard. 

I saw him where.the battle raged; we met ; 

Nor shunn’d he that encounter ; each one sought 
The other. And so fierce a rivalry 
Our quarrel would have soon decided, when 
Some troops that came between us made our strokes 
Fall indiscriminate amongst the throng. 


flfccac 7. 

Alexander, Cleophila, Heph^stion. 

ALEXANDER. 

Well, have they brought that rasb^ misguided Prince ? 

HEPHiBSTION. 

All places have been search’d, but all as yet 
In vain, look as they may ; his flight or death 
Concmls the captive monarch from their ^eyes. 

But in their flight a remnant of his troops. 
Surrounded, stay’d further pursuit awhile, 

And seem disposed to sell their lives iull dear. 
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*BACIKB*8 WORKS, 

AlEZAlirDEB. 

Disarm but do not drive them to despair. 

Our task must be to bend this slnibbom Queen» 
And thereby. Madam, for m^ passion win 
Tour brother’s favour, and since on his peace 
My own depends, let us make that secure. 


ACT IT. 


jShetie 1. 

Axiaka. 

Am I to hear th^ shouts of victory 
For ever ringing glory to my foes, 

Eeproach to me f And may I not, at least. 

Hold solitary converse with my woes ? 

Incessantly pursued by one I hate, 

I care not for my life, try what they may • 

To make me love it ; while close watch they keep. 
But, Forus, ne’er believe I can be stopp’d 
"^From following thee. Doubtless thy heart refused 
T’ outlive thy star : vain all their arm’d pursuit, 
Tliine efforts would thy presence have betray’d. 

So they must look for thee amongst the dead. 

Alas, when thou didst leave me, and thy love 
Flooded thine heart, these ills that crush me now 
Seem’d tfien foreseen ; when into mine thine eyes 
Gazed fondly, and besought to know thy place 
Within my heart. Of failure on the field 
Thou didst not reck ; ’twas love that caused thy fear. 
Why did I hide with mayy a subterfuge 
A secret which to know not vex’d thy peace ? 

How oft thine eyes, making resistance weak. 

Almost compelled my silence to give way ! 

How oft, responsive to thy strong desire 
E’en in thy presence heartfelt sighs escaped ! 

But still I sought \o doubt thy victory ; 

As Glory’s incense to myself explain’d 

Those sighs ; and fancied that nought else I loved. 



8CENB 2.] ALBXAKDBE THE OEfiAT. t 101 

Porgire| to-daj I feel I loved but thee ! 

As many a time before, I own it now. 

Glory possess’d my soul, 1|ut I refrain’d 
From telling, as I ought, that it was thou 
Didst fix my homage. Her I leam’d to know 
Thr<f seeing thee, and, ardent as I was, 

Seen in another should have loved her less. 

But, ah, what^boots it to vent useless sighs 
Thou canst no longer hear, lost in the void? 

’Tis time my soul, descending to the tomb, 

Should pledge the* love for whii^h thou long didst yearti 
In vain, and, as a seal of faithfulness, 

Show that this heart canitot survive its loss. 

Canst thou suppose that I could wish to live 
The Conqueror’s captive, to whose wi& thy death 
Delivers us ? I know he means to come 
To speak with me ; and, giving back my throne, 

Thinks to console me, thinks my hatred quell’d 
May serve for trophy of his clemency. 

Ay, let him come, and he shall see me die 
A monarch to the last, worthy of thee I 


* 2 . 

Alexandbb, Axiana. 

AXIANA. 

• 

Well, Sire! and do you find some secret joy 
In seeing tears your arms have forced to flow ? 
Or is it that you grudge me, in my fall. 
Freedom to weep, alone with m^ery ? 

ALEXAKDBB. 

Your grief shall be as free as it is just : 
Madam, you mourn a Prince magnanimous. 

I was his foe, but need not therefore blame 
The tears devoted to the hero’s death. * 

Ere to her borders India saw me come, 

His brilliant virtues made him known to me. 
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[act vr. 


\ 

Coiu^ouous among Earth*6 greatest kings ; 

I knew — 

AXIAI|A.. 

Why came you then with fierce attack . 
What led you from the world’s remotest bounds 
In search of virtue to make war thereon ? 

Can signal merit burst upon your sight. 

And only move your pflde to persecute ? r 

ALEZANDEB. c 

r ’ * 

Yes, I sought Porus ; but? whatever be said, 

I did not seek in order to destrgy. 

I own that, burning with ambitious fire, 

I was attracted hither by his fame. 

And but to hear he was invincible 
Made my heart eager for fresh enterprise. 

Whilst I was dreaming that on me alone. 

For many a gallant fight, all eyes were set, 

I saw the valour of this warrior spread, * 

Till Fame between us held her balance poised. 
When from his arm increasing terrors flew, 

» India to mo seem’d to present a field 
Deserving my best efforts, for I tired 
Of kings too feeble to resist, and heard 
With joy of such a brave and gallant foe 
To whet my courage. So I came to seek 
Glory and danger. Far did he surpass 
All I had heard, and Victory, before 
So constant, almost left my side to join 
Tour ranks. The least success was hardly won ; 
And Porus, when he lost a battle, saw 
His glory grow yet great^ in defeat, 

A fall so noble but exalts his fame. 

Not to have fought would vex his spirit more. 

AZIANA. 

Alas ! that he, in patriotic zeal. 

Felt bound to cast away all care for life ; 

For, harass’d and betray’d on every side, 
Headlong he charged a multitude of foes. 
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But were it true his warlike ardour fired 
Tour S01&, and show’d an open path to fame, 

Why with unworthy weapy s did you fight V 
Were you obliged with cunning to oppose 
Courage ; to wait upon another’s will 
For his defeat, and mar your fair renown ? 

Triumph ; but be assured that in his heai*t 
Already Taxiles disputes with you • , 

The conqueror^s glorious name, and with some show 
Of justice ; but for him, the traitor boasts, 

You would have wen^no bays. This soothes my smarts 
To see your glory shared by such as he. 

ALBXANUEB. 

• • 

Tour passion vainly strives to smirch my fame, 

I ne’er was known to steal a victory ; 

And none can say that I subdue my foes 
Not with the sword, but guile and stratagem, 

The coward’s arts. Outnumber’d everywhere. 

Yet never have I deign’d to hide myself, 

Or owe my triumph to an ambuscade ; 

But in the light of day I fight and win. 

With genuine grief I mourn your country’s fate ; 

I would have spared your princes a defeat. 

Had they but follow’d my advice and wish, 

I would have saved them, or have fought them both. 
Believe me. 

AXIANA. 

Tes, you are invincible : 

Is’t not enough that all is in your pow’r P 
Why must you cast so many kings in chains ? 

Make with impunity the whole world groan ? 

What had so many captured cities done P 
Why is Hydaspes cumber’d with our dead ? 

What have I done to cause the overthrow 
Of him who could alone attract my eye ? 

Did he invade your borders, deluge Greece 

With blood ? What nations have been housed by us 

To rage and opposition against you ? 

Your glory we admired, we grudged it not. 
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Charm’d with each other, with our thrones contei^t, 

We look'd to find a happier lot than yours : 

The only conquest Porus wish’^ to win 

Was o’er a heart that might have own’d him lord 

This day. Were his the only blood you shed, 

That crime your only title to reproach, 

Would it not mar your happiness to feel 
You came go far to snap so fair a tie ^ 

Between our hearts ? Nay, flatter not your soul, 

You are a tyrant, nothing else. 

ALfiXANDEB. 

•I see 

Your purpose, l^adam ; to provoke my wrath 
To rise against you with outrageous taunts. 

You hope, perchance, my kindness, tried too far, 

May violate its former character. 

But, if your virtue could exert no spell, 

The conqueror is disarm’d to your attack 
Compassion moves me, e’en against your will. 

And I respect you in your deep distress. 

It is this trouble that distorts your sight, 

*^So that a hateful tyrant I appear : 

Else would you own, the glory of my arms 
Has not been always stain’d with blood and tears, 

And you would see — 


Can I help seeing them, 
Those virtues which embitter my despair ? 

Have I not seen your triumphs everywhere 
Free from the insolence that stings the brave ? 
Scythians and Persians see I not well pleased 
To bear your yoke, and vaunt your clemency. 
Eager to guard your person, and supplant 
Your people in a charge so coveted ? 

But what does it avail the heart you wound 
Everywhere else to hear your goodness praised r 
Can you expect my' hatred to be soothed, 
Because the hand that tortures me is kiss’d 
^ By others ? Can the kings that you have help’ 
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SCENE 2 .] 

Nations content to serve you, give me back 
Porus ? *No, Sire ; mj hatred is increased 
By others’ love, e’en tho’ i^yself oompell’d 
To admiration ; Earth’s united voice 
Shall not dictate to me, tho’ none be found 
To share my hatred. 

ALEXANDER. 

I excuse the wrath 

That springs from love, yet well may be surprised. 

If common rumour Uhs reported right, 

Porus no special favour won from you. 

Wavering in choice ’tweeivTaxiles and him ; 

Whilst he yet lived, your heart refused to speak, 

But, when he can no longer hear your*voibe, 

Now, for the first time, you declare for him ! 

Think you that, conscious of your new-boni flame. 
E’en in the tomb he claims it for himself ? 

Load not yourself with unavailing grief. 

Cares more important summon you elsewhere. 
Sufficient tribute to his memory 
Tour tears have paid. Beign, with fresh lustre shine, 
And, to your stricken heart restoring peace, 
Strengthen your realms, sore shaken by his fall ; 
Choose them a master from so many kings : 

Deeper in love than ever, Taxiles — 


The traitor ! 


AXIANA. 


ALEXANDER. 

Prithee take a milder tone ; 

He ^^rs no stain of treason against you, 
Lora of his own dominions, he resolved 
To shield them from the thunderbolt of war ; 
No oath, no duty bound him to leap down 
Into the gulf where Porus chose to plunge. 
Think, it is Alexander, he himself. 

That cares t’ advance your lover’s happiness ; 
Think how, united by so just a choice, 

Indus shall with Hydaspes own your sway. 
All sh^U be easy, when your interests 
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Ate my concern and closely joined with those 
Of Taxiles. 

He comes. I do wish 
My presence to embarrass him. His voice 
Will best explain what, utter’d by my lips. 
Seems to offend. Lovers like solitude : 


Scene 3. 

Axiaita, Taxiles. 


Mighty King, draw near, 

Great Monarch of the Indus ; you have had 
Your praise sung here, and I have been rebuked 
For anger against one who, it is said, 

Would please me if he could, whose love is warm’< 
By my cold treatment ; I am urged forsooth 
To love you in return. Know you the task 
Which I would set you, — how to touch my heart ? 
And are you ready — 

TAXILES. 

Madam, only prove 

What pow’r so sweet a hope has o’er my heart. 
Wl^t m^st I do ? 

AXIANA. 

He who would win my lo^ 
Must be in love with glory, as am I, 

Interpret vows into fine ^ats of arms, 

And hate, as I do, Alexander’s name ; 

Into the midst of terrors he must march 
Fearless ; must fight and conquer, or be slain. 
Compare yourself with Porus, and decide 
Which of the two is worthier of me. 

Yes, Sir, my hearf, that seem’d to be in doubt, 
Knew well the difference between a King 
And a base slave. I loved him, and I love. 
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SCENE 8.] 

Since jealous Fate forbids him to enjoj 
The sweet confession, I have chosen you 
As witness. Ever shall my tears revive 
!Sis memory, and you shaU see me place 
My»only pleasure left in telling you 
Of him. 
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In vain my ardour seeks to warm 
A soul as cold as ic^ Porus has set 
His deathless image there. Should I confront 
Orim Death to please you, I should please you not, 
Unless I perisnd, nor can— 

AXIANA. 

My esteem 

May be regain’d ; wash out in foemen’s blood 
Your crime. Lo ! Fortune smiles ; the hero’s Shade 
Gathers his scatter’d troops beneath his flag, 

And seems the only pow’r that can arrest 

Their flight ; yours too, ashamed of your commands, 

Wear on their brows wrath and repentance writ 

For all to read. Add fuel to the fire 

Which now consumes them ; and to us restore 

Our Freedom, that begins to breathe again ; 

Be the defender of your throne and mine. 

And let not Porus wait to find an heir. 

You answer nothing.* By your face I see 
You lack the courage for so grand a scheme ; 

Th’ example of a hero calls in vain ; 

You hug your chains. Leave me, and live a slave ! 

« 

TAXILES. 

This is too much ! Madam, do you forget 
That, if you force me to it, I may use 
The Master’s tone, provoked by your contempt 
Beyond endurance. All you have is mine. 

And, since my homage but inflames your pride, 

I shall be able-^ 
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[act it. 


AXIANA. c 

Yes, I kno^ it well. 

I am your prisoner, and you fam would make 
My wishes captive too, till to your sighs 
My heart responds. Good ! Oast away that mask 
Of irksome mildness, terrors be your aid, 

Speak witlj the tyrant*^ tongue, ready to sting, 
Try all you can, I cannot hate you more ; 

Deal not, I pray you, in mere idle threats. 

Your sister comes, to prompt you iSi your part. 
Farewell. Her counsels and my wishes tend 
To the same goal, and you will help me soon 
To follow Porus. 

TAXILFS. 

Nay, but rather — 


Scene 4. 

Taxiles, Cleophila. 

CLEOPHILA. 

Leave 

This thankless Queen, sworn to disturb our peace 
With deathless hate, who makes of your despair 
Her sole delight. Forget — 

TAXILES. 

No, in my heart 

Her image is enshrined ; 1 worship her. 

Tho’ all my sighs meet ceaseless enmity. 

In spite of your persuasion, her disdain, 

Against my will, her must I ever love. 

Nor need her wrath surprise us ; you and I 
Have giv’n her cause enough. Ah ! but for you, 
And your ill counsel which has been my curse, 

I should be now, H. loved not, less abhorr’d ; 

Ay, but for you, defended by my care. 

My love with that of Porus she might weigh 
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In doubt \ and would not that be happiness. 

To makc^her for a moment hesitate ? 

I can no longer live beneath her scorn ; 

I must fall humbly at her%ruel feet. 

Or lain with speed to execute her wrath, 

Tho*faim’d at Alexander or at you. 

I know the ardour of your mutual flame. 

But ’tis too much to sacrifice my ppace 
For yours, forget myself to give you joy ; 

Nay, all must perish,^ may I but be blest. 

OLEOPHILA. 

Go then, and to the battla-field return ; 

Let not the flame die down that fires you now ; 

Why lingers this inconstant courage here*? 

Haste to the conflict : Porus waits for you. 

TAXILES. 

Is Porus living ? Has he then appear*d ? 

OLEOPHILA. 

Tes, his tremendous strokes too well attest 
’Tis he. What happen’d he foresaw : his death 
Being noised abroad held back the Conqueror’s arm. 
Too credulous. He hither comes to wake 
Their slumbering valour, triumph premature 
To check, and, doubt it not, with love and rage 
Inflamed, to seize his mistress, or be slain 
Before her eyes. Ndiy more, seduced by her. 

Your camp breaks out in murmurs, well prepared 
To follow Porus, Go, like a generous swain, 
Succour your rival loved so tenderly ! 

Farewell. 


Scene 6. 

Taxiles. 

Ha ! Bent upon my ruin, Fate 
Calls back my dangerous rival from the grave. 
Again shall he behold those eyes whose tears 
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[act V- 


V 

kiln, and dead preferred him yet to me. 
’Tie more than I c^n bear ! Let me but see 
What Fortune offers, and with whom shall rest 
The glorious prize ; nor will I iAy watch 
The issue from afar, in feeble wrath. 


ACT V. 

Scene 1. 

Alexander, Oleophila. 

ALEXANDER. 

What ! Fear’d you Porus after his defeat. 

My victory imperfect in your eyes ? 

No, no ; my captive could not me escape. 

Trapp’d by my orders, taken in the tons, 

Dread him no longer ; rather pity him. 

OLEOPHILA. 

I fear him most, when most he pity claims. 

Brave as he was, the fame he won in war 
Troubled my mind far less than does his fall. 
While at his back a mighty army march’d, 
Theircexplcjts and his own alarm’d me not, 

But now, unfortunate, a King discrown’d. 
Henceforth he will be ranged among your friends. 

ALEXANDER. 

No right has Porus now to such a place ; 

For Alexander’s hatred he has sou^t 
Too far. He knows how loath I was to strike, 
But when I did, ’twas with as fierce a hate 
As he could wish. A warning shall he be 
To all the world. On him must I avenge 
The ills that war has wrought, to prevent which 
Was in his pow’r. ’Tis his own act that brings 
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SCENE l.J 

Its punisliineBt. Twice conquer’di and hy yon 
Hated--* 


CL^PHILA. 


I cannot say I hate him. Sire ; 

An^^were t free to hearken to the voice 
Of his misfortunes that appeal to me, 
rd tell you he was greatest of our j)rinces ; 

His arm was leng the stay of all our States ; 

He wish’d, perhaps, in marching against you, 

To show at least thaf he deserved to fall 
Under no stroke but yours, that the same field 
Might bring renown to bq|^h, and link his name 
With Alexander's. But such warm defence 
Would wound my brother, and destroy his hopes. 
So long as Poms lives, what can he be ? 

Buin must needs be his, and mine as well 
It may be ; for his love, obtaining nought, 

Will hold me guilty, fit for punishment. 

E’en now your heart is fluttering for new flights 
Of conquest thro’ the world. T/V^en I shall see 
The Ganges roll his flood ’tween you and him, 
Who will restrain my brother’s unjust wrath ? 

My lonely soul will languish, far from you. 

Alas ! Should he condemn my sighs to cease. 
What would become of this poor heart of mine, 
The Conqueror to whom I gave it gone ? 


• ALEXANDER. 

Madam, enough ; if you have giv’n your heart, 
’Tis mine, command your brother as he will, 

To guard more safely than those vanquish’d lands 
Which I have kept only to offer^ yon. 

One conquest more ; then, dearest, I return. 
Thenceforth my sole ambition to be king 
Over your soul, and yet myself obey, 

Placing within your hands my destiny. 

And all mankind’s. Beady to bear my«yoke, 

The Mallian awaits me, at the verge 
Of ocean, where I need but show myself 
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As conqueror of tHe world and of your heart. 
When we proud element — 


ci.bophi£a. 

What ! War on war ? 

Seek you for subjects e’en beyond the Earth ? 

And lands to their inhabitants unknown, 

Must they bear witness to your brilliant deeds? 

What foes do you expect ’neath skies so rude ? 

They will oppose you with their deserf wastes, 

Sunless and solitary, where Nature’s self 
Seems to expire. And there, pei;phance, may Fate 
In ambush lie to seize you, venting thus 
The secret envy that,has tried in vain 
To cloud your grand career, resolved at least 
That dumb Forgetfulness shall dig your grave. 

Must you drag, then, the remnants of a host 
That twenty times has perish’d, twenty times 
Has been renew’d ? A hundred battle-fields 
Have swallow’d half the troops you lately led ; 

Those that survive claim pity, and their groans — 

ALEXANDEB. 

I have but to prepare them for their march. 

And they will follow me with hearts revived. 

Howe’er they murmur in an idle camp, 

Andc'couivl; their wounds; soon they will blame them 
selves. 

And beg me to expose them to fresh blows. 

Let me meanwhile support your brother’s suit : 

His rival can no longer cross his love. 

Have I not spoken ? Au^again I say — 

CLEOFHILA. 

Here comes the Queen, my lord. 
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Alexander, Axiana, Cleophila. 

ALEXANDER. 

, Well ; Potus lives. 

Maila.TH, it seems that Heav’n has heard your prayers, 
And giv’n him back tosyou. 

AXIANA. 

Nay, rather say. 

Takes him for ever from me. Nor can kopft 
Allay my present pain. His death before 
Was doubtful, now 'tis sure. He dares the worst, 

To see me once again, or give me help. 

Helpless himself, alone against a host. 

In vain his gallant efforts caused alarm 
At first ; in vain a few brave warriors, nerved 
By his Wd courage, scared the victor’s camp. 

He must succumb, and valiant to the last. 

Fall on the heaps of slain that bar bis way. 

Oh, could I only, making my escape, 

Show myself there, and die before his eyes ! 

But Taxiles, the traitor, holds me fast, 

And goes himself meanwhile to feast his eyes 
Upon his rival’s blood, ^nd see him lie 
Low in the arms of D^th, if so he dare 
To meet him. 

ALEXANDER. 

Madam, by my carW his life 
[ Is saved ; and soon shall his return content 
I Tour heart’s desire. Tou shall see him. 

AXIANA. 

•What! 

Can your care reach to him, and shall the arm 
[That crush’d him be his stay, the conqueror’s hand 
^ive safety ? Yet, what wonder is too great, 



XU 


i(ACi]rs*8 iroBKs. 


[act 


Issumg from such a source? I call to miud <• 
How that you said you hold the vanquish’d foe 
^ A foe no longer, and that Porfis was 
Never your foe at all ; that glory arm’d 
Yourself and him alike, him prompt to try 
His courage against yours, you to attack 
But not destroy. 

' 'ALEXANDER, 

The scorn that braved my wrath 
Doubtless deserves a conqueror moil severe ; 

His pride in falling seems to gather strength, 

But I have ceased to be his enemy, 

And cast o£E hatred when I drop that name. 

Of his reward dhaH Taxiles be judge. 

To ruin or to spare, as seems Um best. 

In short it is to him you must appeal. 

AXIANA. 

What ! go and beg for mercy at his feet ! 

Sent to make proof how kind is Taxiles ! 

If Forus must solicit such support, 

Surely your hatred has decreed his death ; 

’Twas his destruction after all you sought. 

How easily a generous soul is duped ! 

Too credulous and ready to forget, 

Virtues in you I praised which were not yours. 
A»*m yourself then, my lord, with cruelty, 

As a mere butcher end your grand^career ! 

And, having raised so many &.llen foes. 

Destroy the one whom most you sought to spare. 

iLEXANDEB. 

Strange love for Porus yours, that will not stoop 
To save his life, but scorns my profEer’d boon. 

And brands me as a jealous hypocrite ! 

Well, if he dies, accuse yourself alone. 

I see him coming, and shall learn his will ; 

His judgment Porus shall himself pronounce. 
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Scene 3. 

Foiips, Alexandeb, Axiana, Cleophila, Hephjsstioe, 
Alexandeb's Guards. 

ALEXANDER^ 

Well, Porus, so your pride has borne its fruit ! 

Where is the fair sucieess that lured you on ? 

Tour soaring spirit is at last east down. 

Offended majesty a victim claims : 

Nothing can save you, * 

Yet will I oncj more 
Offer a pardon many times refused. 

This queen rebels against my clemency, 

Thinks constancy more predous than your life ; 

Would have you die without a moment’s doubt, 

So long as to the tomb you bear the name 
Of her true lover. Pay not such a price 
For boast so vain. Live, and let Taxiles 
Be happy. 

POBUS. 

Taxiles ! 


ALEXANDER. 


POBUS. 

I approve 

Your care so well bestow’d. What he has done 
For you deserves no less. ’Twa#he that snatch’d 
Victory from me, gave you his sister, sold 
His honour, me betray’d. What can you do 
One service out of all to recompense ? 

But I already have forestall’d your care ; 

Go, see him die upon the battle field. 


Taxiles ! 


ALEXANDER. 



116 


&AOXKE*B WORKS. 


[act ▼. 


CLEOPHXLA. 

What is this ? 

HEFHJSSTlOir. 

Yes, Sire, he’s dead. 

Having himself tempted the stroke of Fate. 

Porus, thq^ vanquish’d# still surrender scorn’d. 

And seem’d attacker rather than attack’d. * 

His soldiers, fallen, wounded to the ^eath, 

Shelter’d him with their bodies where thej laj ; 

And there, as if within a fort enclosed, 

’Gainst our whole host he braveJy stood at bay, 

And with an arm that fear and slaughter dealt. 

Our boldest warrioi^ foiling, held his post. 

I meant to spare him ; bis fast failing strength 
Would soon have placed his life within my pow’r. 
When to the fatal field rush’d Taxiles : 

** Let be,” he cried, ** I claim this captive mine. 
Porus, your hour is come, and death is sure. 

Perish, or yield the Queen to me.” 

He spoke. 

And Porus, at that voice rekindling rage. 

Lifted an arm wearied with many a blow. 

While with his eye he sought him, proud and calm : 

Is that the faithless Taxiles I hear. 

That traitor to his countiy,” he exclaim’d, 

** T^his lyistress, and to me? Come, coward, come! 
Yes, Axiaua’s yours, my prize I yield, — 

But your stout arm must take my life as well ! 
Approach ! ” 

Thereat th’ enfurzate rivals rush’d 
To deadly conflict. We,M best we could, 

To their encounter all our force opposed. 

But Porus carves a passage thro’ our ranks. 

Meets Taxiles, and with a single thrust 
Pierces his heart ; then, satisfied, his sword 
Surrendei-s. 

* CLEOPHILA. 

For my brother I must weep ; 

On me, my lord, your arms with all their weight 
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Have fasten. Vainly souglit lie your support ; 

Alas» your glory has but wrought his death. 

Can Alexander's friendshij^ help him now ? 

But will you see him to the grave descend 
All unavenged^ while his assassin boasts 
Befo9*e his sister's eyes and yours, my lord? 

AXIANA. 

Let Alexander to her tears attend. 

She has my sympathy, for with good cause 
She mourns a brother, whom she strove in vain 
To save, by making him a^coward first. 

It was not Porus who attaick'd, 'twas he, 

The traitor, that confronted his just wvatb. 

Why in the battle's tumult did he mix ? 

Game he to snatch him from the conqueror’s grasp? 
Nay, but when all was lost to overwhelm 
A Ung who from his victors won respect ? 

But why deprive you of a pretext, urged 
So plausibly? Her brother has been slain 
By Porus ; 'tis enough ; with generous blood 
Appease his ghost, and so avenge yourself. 

But I too share his crime. Yes, Porus, yes, 

My heart is yours, as Alexander knows ; 

Tour rival knew it to his cost ; from you 
Alone I kept it. The last joy I feel 
Is to declare it to yourself. 

POBUS. 

'Tis time 

That Alexander should be satisfied. 

Pear Porus, who tho’ vanquish’d jret could do 
As you have heard, who, hy your troops hemm’d in, 
Bevenged defeat, whose name can raise fresh foes. 
And wake from sleep a hundred fetter'd kings ; 
Quench in my blood these dangerous sparks of war. 
Then go, and" safely conquer all the earth 
That’s left. But think not that a heart fiike mine 
Can thank a conqueror, and forego its rights. 

Speak, and, without expecting me to soil 
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Hy lionour, let us see how you can use 
Your victory. 

ALEXANDBB. 

Is that proud spirit still 
Unbroken, Poms ? And will your last breath 
Be spent m threatening words? Victory herself 
Must fear such pride ; ^your name is stiU worth otore 
Than armies ; I must take security. 

Tell me then how to treat you. 

POBUS. 

• Like a king. 

ALEXANDER. 

Well, like a king’s then shall your treatment be ; 

I will not leave my victory incomplete ; 

’Tis your own wish, nor will you raise complaint. 
Poms, reign on ; I give you back your crown ; 

And, with my fnendship, Axiana take; 

To welcome bonds I thus condemn you both. 

Live both, and reign ; alone of many kings, 

Far as the Ganges* banks your rule extend. 

(to CLEOPHILA.) 

Such treatment. Madam, may surprise you ; but 
’Tis thus that Alexander wreaks revenge. 

I love yeu, and my heart, touch’d by your sighs. 
With your displeasure would not weigh the lives 
Of thousands. But a gallant warrior’s death, 
Disarm’d and captive, would yourself offend : 

Poms would triumph in a bold contempt 
For all my harshness, aifd to th’ grave descend 
Victorious. Let me end as I began. 

And bring you generosity unstoin’d 
As my best gift. Let Poms take his crown 
Bestored by me ; and you yourself shall reign 
O’er all the world besides. Grace well the throne 
With goodness as with beauty ; make vour sway 
Noble as well as brilliant from the first ; 

And let a sister’s anger be forgot. 
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• AXIANA. 

Yes, Mfkdam, reipi ; and auiSer me t’ esteem 
The greatness of the Hero 'Irho has glv’n 
His ^eart to yon. Love him, and see the world 
Adorg him ; prize so sweet a privilege. 

POBX7S. 

Sire, until now, the dread of all mankind 
Forced me t’ admire the fortune of your arms ; 
But ’mid the widesf)read terror I could see 
In you no virtues that surpass’d my own. 

I bow submissive now, and own myself 
Vanquish’d by one whose magnanimity 
Equ^s his valour. Go, subdue the woVld 
To your obedience ; it shall see me lend 
Support to all your exploits ; I am yours, 

And will do all I can to give to it 
So great a master. 

OLEOPHILA. 

What can heart so sad 
As mine say to my lord ? Shall I repine 
Because to Porus Alexander deigns 
Both life and sceptre to restore P He knows 
What best becomes his gloiy. Press me not 
For furthur speech ; in silence let me weep. 

• ALEXANDER. 

Yes, Madam, I too mourn a faithful friend ; 
A.nd fervent sorrow finds relief in sighs ; 

A splendid tomb shall tell a future age 
Of my remembrance and of yourcegret. 




ANDROMACHE. 

JL XR^GEOY". 




INTRODUtjflON TO ANDROMACHE. 

I N this tragedy, which made its appearance in 1667, 
there is a more intricate plot thanks usual in Bacine’s 
plays, and it offers a greater variety of character and 
motive. Love, jealousy, friendship, conjugal fidelity, 
maternal tenderness, anger, and despair are all portrays 
with skilful touches ; and if the language is that of the 
French Court of the seventeenth century, the natural 
emotions of the human heart, the same in all ages, show 
themselves plainly under the mask of conventional man- 
nerism. 

Bacine has taken the subject of his drama from the 
third book of Yirgil’s **.£neid,” 11. 291-322, and the 
Andromache” of Euripides, but has modified the ancient 
tradition so far as to make Hector’s son Astyanax the 
object of the heroine’s solicitude, instead of Molossus, the 
fruit of her subsequ^t union with Pyrrhus. 



CHARACTERS. 

Androiia<^b, Widow of Hector^ Captive of Pyrrhus, 
Pyrrhus, Son %f Achilles^ King of Epirus^ 

Orrstes, Son of Agamemnon, 

lIsRiiiONE, Daughter of Helen ^ brtrotked to Pyrrkm, 

F TIRADES, Friend of Orestes, 

Cleonb, Friend of Hermiow, 

Cbpihssa, Friend of Andromache, 

Phobnix, Tutor of Achillesy and afterwards qf Pyrrhus, 
Attendants of Orestes. 


The scene is laid at Buthrotum, a town of Epirus, in a hall at 
the Palace of Pyrrhus. 



ANDROMACHE. 

A. TRAGEDY. 
ifCT I. 

I 

Scene 1. 

Orbstss, P7I.ADBS. 

ORESTES. 

Yes, since I find again a friend so true, 

My fortune ’gins to wear another face ; 

Already seems her wrath to have been soothed. 
Permitting us to meet each other here. 

Who would have thought that this detested coast 
Would first present you to Orestes’ eyes ; 

And, lost six months and more, you should be found 
Where in Epirus Pyrrhus holds his court ? 

PTLADES. 

Thanks be to Heav’n, that has detain’d my steps 
So oft, and seem’d to shut me out from Greece, 

Since that disastrous day when 'winds and waves 
Scatter’d our vessels almost in the sight 
Of this Epirus. How I mourn’d and wept. 

Myself an exile, for Orestes’ fate ; 

Dreading for him ever some danger new. 

Some sorrow that my friendship could not share ! 

That melancholy most of all I fear’d 

Which I have seen so long your soul o’ercloud ; 

I fear’d that Heav’n might grant you cruel aid. 
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AoA otter wtat y<m ever souglit, — a tomb. . 

But now I see you, and, if I may dare 
say it, happier fortune brin^ you here : 

This stately train that on your steps attends ^ 
Looks not like that of wretch who seeks his death. 

OBE8TES. 

Alas ! Wfio knows what fortune is my guide ? 
Love bids me seek a cruel mistress here ; 

Bu{ 1 am ignorant of Fate’s decrees, * • 

Whether ’tis life or death that I shall find. 

• 

PYLADES. 

Is then your soul so^bound in slavery. 

That for Love’s sake alone you care to live ? 

What spell constrains you to those fires again, 

The tortures you have suffer’d all forgot ? 

Will she, who would not listen to your pray’rs 
At Sparta, in Epirus prove more kind ? 

Ashamed of having utter’d vows so vain, 

You should despise her ; speak no more of her. 
Your words deceived me. 


ORESTES. 

I deceived myself. 

O’erwhelm not, friend, a wretch who clings to you : 
Hav^ I frpm you e’er hidden heart’s desire ? 

You knew my flame fresh born, my efi.rliest sighs : 
When Menelaus pledged his daughter’s hand 
To Pyrrhus, the avenger of his race, 

You witness’d my despair ; since then you’ve seen 
How I have dragg’d my chains from sea to sea. 

I saw you, pitying my forlorn estate. 

Beady to follow me where’er I went ; 

ChecUng my madness in its wild career, 

You saved me from myseU from day to day. 

But when, distracted by my fears, I thought 
Hermione was lavisliing her charms 
Oh Pyrrhus, well you know how, fill’d with wrath, 
I strove to make forgetfulness repay 



AK]>&03(AC9]t. 


ttvsi 1 ,] 

Her soorn. I made you thiuk» and thought myself, 
The yicfoiy achieyed ; deem’d passion ehanged 
To hatred, and, disparaging her charms, 

Abhon^d her harshness, aad defied her eyes 
To jaise the tender feelings I had crush’d. 

In that deceitful calm I came to Greece, 

And found her princes muster’d to withstand 
A danger, and no mean one, that appear’d 
IVaught withtresh troubles Eagerly I join’d* 
Their ranks, and ho^ed in war to find release 
From other cares, •that, former strength regain’d. 
My heart would lose all memory of love. 

But mark with me how persecuting Fate 
Entrapp’d me in the snare I thought to shun. 

On every side 1 heard murmurs and threats 
Baised against Pyrrhus from the whole of Greece, 
Complaining that, forgetful of his blood 
And promise, at his court he rears her foe, 

Astyanax, the young ill-fated son 

Of Hector, relic of so miiny kings 

Buried ’neath Troy. To save the babe from death, 

Andromache, as I have heard, deceived 

Wily Ulysses, while another child, 

Torn from her arms, was slaughter’d in hi& stead. 
They say Hermione has fail’d to charm 
My rival, that elsewhere his heart and crown 
He offers. Menelaus, loath to trust 
The rumour, is sore vex’d at long delay. 

The cause of his displeasure is to me 
A source of secret triumph, vet at first 
I deem’d it but a feeling of revenge, 

A thought that flatter’d pride. But soon I found 
The fair tormentor had resumed her place 
Within my heart ; the smouldenng fire revived, 

I felt my hatred melt and disappear. 

Or rather felt my love had never ceased. 

Soliciting support from all the Greeks, 

To Pyrrhus I was sent, and here I am. 

My mission is to try if I can wrest • 

This infant from his arms, who, while he lives, 
Brings fear to many. Happy shall I be. 
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If I can carry off, not Hector^s son, 

But my princess ! Nor fancy^ that my flame, 
Fann’d by repression, can extinguished be 
By any peril. All resistance proved 
To be in vain, I blindly yield myself 
To Passion’s sway ; I love Hermione, 

Am come to win her, fly with her, or die. 
Pyrrhus you know ; w^t think you will he do ? 
Tell me what passes in his court, and what * 
Within his heart. Still to Hermione^ 

Is he enslave^ ? Will he restore the pr&e 
Of which he robb’d me P 


PYLADES. 

Should I promise that, 

I should deceive you ; not with his consent 
Shall she be yours. Not that he seems much pleasec 
T’ have won her ; Hector’s widow fires his heart 
With warmer passion, but she proves unkind. 

And hitherto has paid his love with hate, 

Tho’ daily he attempts in every way 
To bind her stubborn will or rouse her fears. 

From her he hides her boy, threatens his life. 

Then fain would dry the tears he forced to flow. 
Hermione has seen a hundred times 
Her lover’s wrath submit to sue again, 

And offer humbly oft rejected vows, 

Wit^ troi^led sighs of mingled love and rage. 

You must not then expect that 1 can "tell 
Th’ emotions of a heart so ill coiitroll’d. 

In its distraction he may wed, perchance. 

The one he scorns, and lose the one he loves. 

OBESTBS. 

But tell me how Hermione beholds 

Her charms contemn’d, the marriage rites delay’d. 

. PYLADES. 

To all appearance she would seem, my lord, 

( Disdainiiu of her suitor’s fickleness, 
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And tbinka t^at anxious to bo reconciled. 

He’ll soon entreat her to take hack bis heart. 
To me indeed she has her grief reveal’d ; 

She moumg in secret his in<tijfference ; 

Beadgr to leave him. still she always stays. 

And sometimes calls Orestes to her aid. 

OBESTBSL 

Ah, if I thought so, Pylades, full soon 
Would I go, cast mysdf — 

PYLADES. 

• 

Fulfil your task ; 

Wait on the King, and tell him that alb Greece 
Is banded against Hector’s son. So far 
From giving up the child of her he loves. 

TKeir hatred will but make his heart more fond 
All efforts made to part them will the more 
Unite them. Urge your mission, and its end 
Must fail. He comes. 


ORESTES. 

Prepare her then to see 
A lover who comes hither but tor her. 


• Scene 2. 

Pyrrhus, Orestes, Phcenix. 

ORESTES. ^ 

Ere by my voice all Greece addresses you, 
Uet me express my pleasure in her choice 
Of me, and at beholding face to face 
Achillea’ offspring, conqueror of Troy. 

Yes, we admire your exploits like his own ; 
Before him Hector fell, Troy before you ; 
Tour daring and success alike have shown 
Achilles* son alone can fill his place. 
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Bat '«^at lie never would have done, inth pain 
We see you do, giving unhappy Troy 
Fresh pow*r to injure^ letting pity move 
Your heart with fatal touch, prolonging feud 
Already waged so long. Do you forget 
The might of Hector ? We remember still 
What blood he cost us ; at his very name 
Widows aad orphans tumble ; not a home 
But calls for vengeance on this son of his, * 

For father or for husband lost thro* him. 

Who kaows what harm this child may^one day work ? 
Perchance he may come down upon our ports, 

As we have seen his sire do, btfim our ships, 

And, fire in hand, pursue them o’er the> waves. 

Sir, shall 1 dare to tell you what 1 think ? 

Ton fear what recompense your cares may meet, 

And lest this serpent, in your bosom nursed. 

May punish you one day for sheltering him. 

Be the desire of Greece then satisfied. 

Secure your life by wreaking her revenge ; 

Destroy a dangerous foe, who will on yoa 
Practise the sword hereafter to be used 
Against her. 


FTBBHUS. 

Greece alarms herself too much 
On my behalf. By more important cares 
I thought her moved, and that such envoy brought 
Some grander project than 1 yet have heard. 

Who would suppose that Agamemnon’s son 
Would deign to intervene in this affair: 

Or that all Greece, after such triumphs won, 

Could thus conspire against an infant’s life ? 

To whom am I to make the sacrifice ? 

Greece may no longer claim his life as hers ; 

Or IB it not allow’d to me, alone 
Of dll the Greeks, to treat as I may please 
A captive won l|}y lot ? When ’neath the walls 
Of smoking Troy the victors, blood besprent, 

The spoil divid^, to my share there fell 
Andromache and Hector’s infant son; 



0OtlN8 

ITljsses inade the cup of miseiy 
O'erflow for Hecuba ; to Argos went 
Cassandra with your sire. Have I controll’d 
Them or tj^eir captives, or presumed to claim 
The«fruit of their brave deeds ? They fear the day 
Wheh Hector shall revive, — his son may take 
My life if his be spared. Such caution shows 
Care in excess.^ Misfortunes so reihote 
Are quite beyond my ken. I see proud Troy 
As once she was, S/Tother of heroes. Queen 
Of Asia, crown’d with tow’rs ; and then I see 
How she fell headlong, how she prostrate lies ; 

For walls but heaps of ashes 1 behold,-*- 
A river that runs blood, forsaken fields. 

A child in chains ; and little can I thins 
That Troy, so fallen, meditates revenge* 

If it were sworn that Hector’s son should die. 

Why did we let a year pass o’er his head ? 

Why could we not have slain him in the arms 
Of Priam ? Troy might well have been his tomb 
No less than that of others. Age and Youth 
Pleaded alike in vam their wealmess then ; 

War’s frenzy and night’s darkness, worse than we. 
Left no distinctions to our murderous swords. 

My rage was fierce as that of any there 
Against the vanquish’d. But should cruelty 
Outlive one’s fury Can I in cool blood. 

Discarding pity, slaughter a poor child V 
No, Sir ; let Greece hufit up some other prey, 
Efface elsewhere all vestiges of Troy : 

My enmity is finish’d, and what war 
Has spared Epirus safely shall preserve. 

OBESTES. 

You know, my lord, full well what cunning trick 
Brought to the sword a false Astyanax 
Instead of Hector’s son. It is not Troy , 

Nor Trojans, it is Hector they pursue ; 

Greece tracks the father’s footsteps in the son ; 

The wrath his bloodshed kindled must in blood 
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Be quench’d, and none but Hector’s can avail ; 
E’en to Epirus will they follow it : 

Prevent them. 


FYBBHU8. 

No, the challenge I accept 
With joy, and in Epirus let them seek 
A second Vroy : while Hktred makes them class 
With foes the friend who brought them victory. 
Gr^ce will not then for the first time r^uite 
Unjustly all Achilles’ serviees ; * 

Once Hector profited, the day may come 
When Hector’s Son shall profit m his turn. 

OBESTBS. 

So Greece in you finds a rebellious son ! 

PTBBHITS. 

Have I then conquer’d only to depend 
On her? 


OBESTES. 

Hermione will check your course ; 
Between her father and yourself her eyes 
Will interpose. 

PTBBHUS. 

She may be dear to^me. 

And yet I need not be her father’s slave 
Because I love her. Time may reconcile 
Honour, perchance, with what affection claims. 
Meanwhile fair Helen’s da^hter you may see, 
I know what tie of blood^links you and her. 

' No longer will I keep you after that ; 

Go, say that I refuse what Greece demands. 


[act I 
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PtBBH#8, Ph(ENIX. 

PH(EN1X. 

Thus then you send him to his mistress’ feet ! 

PTBBHUS. 

Ifon^ for the princess has his passion bum’d, 
They say. 

P^jpOBNIX. 

What, if that fire should be revived. 
His heart be giv’n to her, and hers to film ? 

PTBBHUS. 

Let them love, Phoenix ! She may take her leave 
With my consent. Ay, let th’ enamour’d pair 
Qo back to Sparta; not a port shall bar 
Their exit. Let her spare me more (*onstraint ! 

PHCENIX, 

My lord ! 

PTBBHUS. 

I’ll bare my soul another time, 
Andromache approaches. 


Scene 4s. 

Ptbbhus, Andbomache, Ph<bnix, Cbphissa. 

PTBBHUf?. 

Is it I, 

Madam, you seek ? May I indulge a hope 
So pleasing? 

ANDBOBEAOHE. 

I was passing to the place 
That holds my son, permitted once a day 
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To see the only being left to me 
Of Troy and Hector: and I have not yet 
Wept with him, no. nor held him in my arms 
A moment. ^ 

PYRRHUS. 

Greece, if her alarm tells truth, 

Will give you other causes soon for tears. 

ANDROMACHE. 

What is this terror that has struck her4ieart ? 

Has then some Trojan managed to escape V 

PYRRHUS. 

Hot yet extinguish’d is the hatred felt 
For Hector. And they dread his son. 

ANDROMACHE. 

Their fear 

Has found a worthy object ! He, poor child. 

Yet knows not Hector for his sire, nor you 
For master ! 

PYRRHUS. 

All the same, the Greeks demand 
His blood, and Agamemnon’s son is here 
To urge his punishment. 

ANDROMACHEJ» 

Will you pronounce 

> Sentence so hard? My interest in him 
Is his sole crime ; it is not that they fear 
He will avenge his fathei^ but will dry 
His mother’s tears. He would have filled the place 
Of sire and husband. I must lose them all. 

And at your hand. 

PYRRHUS. 

Weep not, I have refused 
To do their bidding, tho’ they threaten war ; 

Shall they again with twice five hundred ships 
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Set sail, to foroe you to give up your son ; 

Tho* all tlie blood that Helen caused to flow 
Must be the price, and, after ten years* war, 

My palace sink in flames, I |alter not, 

And yrith Ay own will I defend his life. 

But *Baid these perils, suffer’d for your sake. 

Will you refuse to grant a kinder look ? 

Press’d on all sides, and hated by the Greeks, 

Must I still striwe against your cruelty r' 

My arm is at your service : may I hope 
You will accept the*heart’s devotion too ? 

Let not your champion have to reckon you 
Among the number of his enemies. 

ANDBOMACHB. 

Think what you do, my lord, what Greece will say. 
Can soul so great as yours such weakness show ? 

You would not have your generous purpose j^ass 
For the mere madness of a lovesick swain. 

How can you wish a captive sad as I 
To love you, — I, who cannot bear myself? 

Can eyes that sorrow haunts have charms for you, 
Doom’d by yourself to everlasting tears ? 

No, no ; respect your captive’s misery, 

Believe the wretched, to a mother’s arms 
Restore a son, withstand the cruelty 
Of all the Greeks, nor make my heart the price 
Of succour ; and, at need against my will, 

Protect him. That wei'e conduct that befits 
Achilles’ son. 

PYBBHU8. 

What ! Is your wrath still hot ? 

Shall hatred and the punishment^it prompts 
NeV Cease? Much woe I doubtless caused, and Troy 
Has seen this hand dyed crimson with your blood, 

A hundred times, But, smitten by the shafts 
From Beauty's eyes, have I not dearly paid 
For all their tears, and long since learnd remorse ? 

1 suffer all the the ills I |^ve to Troy; 

and taken prisoner, with regrets 
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Loaded, consumed with fires more fierce than thoj:e 
I kindled. Such anxiety, such tears, 

Such restless longinp^s, — ^was I e’er so harsh 
As you are now ? Have you not punish’d me 
Indeed enough ^ Nay, let our common foes 
Unite us. Tell me only I may hope, 

I give you back your son, will be to him 
A father, jind will teach him to avenge 
His country. I myself will punish Greece * 

For your calamities and mine. One look 
Shall give me strength for all. Troy shall revive, 
E’en from her ashes ; sooner than its siege 
Lasted, her walls shall pse, you.* son be crown’d 
Her king. 


ANDROMACHE. 

I care not for such glory now, 

That prospect pleased me while his father lived. 
Troy’s sacred walls that Hector could not save 
May never hope to see our faces more. 

My lord, the wretched are content with less ; 
’Tis exile only that these tears demand. 

Far from the Greeks, ay, too, and far from you. 
Let me go hide my son, and mourn my loss. 
Your love inflames their hatred against us ; 
Return to Helen’s daughter, oh, return ! 


PTBBHUS. 

That can I not. Then why distress me more ? 
How may a heart that’s yours be giv’n to her ? 

I know that she was promised its command, 

I know she hither came to reign as queen ; 

Pate to Epirus brought yt)u both alike. 

Her to impose the chains of slavery, 

And you to wear them. But I took no pains 
To please her. Seeing how your charms prevail 
And hers are scorn’d, it might be rather thought 
That she is captive here, and you are queen. 

Ah, how a single sigh, of all I breathe 
For you, would carry joy if giv’n to her I 
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• ANDROMACHE. 

How should they uot be welcome ? Can she e*er 
Forget the services that yoij have wrought ? 

Hector and Troy are names that do not cause 
A sli\?idder, nor is all her tenderness 
Devoted to the dead. Ah, what a loss 
Was mine, bitter to think on 1 Slaving him 
Your father made himself immoiw, gain’d 
The crown of all his glory, and my tears 
Have made you both renown’d. 

PYRRHUS. 

It needs must be 

That I obey you. Madam, and forget, • 

Nay, hate you. Love has been too violent 
To change its course to mere indifference. 

Be well assured, the heart henceforth that loves 
No more with passion must with fury hate. 

Nought will I in my righteous anger spare ; 

The son shall answer for the mother’s scorn ; 
Greece asks his life, why should I always stoop 
To save th’ ungrateful ? I’ll do so no more. 

ANDROMACHE. 

Alas, then he must die ! His mother’s tears 
His sole protection, and his innocence — 

And yet, perchance, so wretched is my lot. 

His death may lift this load of misery. 

Life and its woes I bore but for his sake ; 

To follow him will bring me to his sire. 

Thus reunited, thanks to you, my lord, 

We three shall — • 

PYRRHUS. 

Madam, go and see your son ; 
The sight of him may teach your heart to shun 
The path to which your anger beckons you. 
rii Aoose another hour to leom my fat^. 

Think how to saye him, while you clasp him dose. 
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ACT^II. 

Scene 1. 

HEifMTONE, ClEONE. 

. HERMIONE 

Yes, he shall see me, since you*ll have it so ; 

That pleasure will I grant nim once again. 

Soon Pylades will bring him ; but were 1 
To use my judgment, it should not be sa 

CLEONE. 

What eyil lurks there in the sight of him ? 

Say, is he not the same Orestes still 
For whose return you sigh’d a hundred times. 
Whose loy^ and constancy has been the theme 
Of your regret ? 

HEBMIOKE. 

Paid with ingratitude ! 

That loye it is which makes his presence here 
Repugnant ; shame for me, triumph for him, 
Toosee my misery so like his own ! 

Is that &e proud Hermione, he’ll say, 

^ IjO, she who scorn’d me once herself despised ! 

* The wretch who on her heart set price so high 
Learns in her turn the pangs of outraged loye 
Oh. Heav’ns ! 

CLEONS 

Dispel these most unworthy fears : 
Too deeply has he felt your pow’r to charm. 

He comes to urge his lore, not to insult, 

. He brings a hec^ from which he cannot blot 
« Tour image. But you have not told me yet 
What writes your sire. 
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HEBMIONE. 

If Pyrrhus still delays. 
And if he Tirill not let the Trojan die, 

My father lids me with the^G-reeks depart. 

CLEON E. 

*Tis well : then hear Orestes. You^at least 
May finish that» which Pyrrhus has begun ; * 

You must forestall him to obtain success. 

Have you not told me that you hated him ? 

HEJtMIONE. 

Hate him, Cleone ? Can just }>ride do less. 

When he forgets the favour freely giv’n ? 

That heart was treacherous which I leam’d to love ; 
Too dear he was, not to be hated now ! 

OLEONE. 

Fly from him then, and since you are beloved — 

HEBMIONE. 

Ah, let my rage have time to grow more strong ; 
Leave me to guard myself against my foe. 

Cleone, it is terrible to part. 

And he will force me to it but too well. 

The faithless wretch ! 


CLEONE. 

Wait you for some new wrong ? 
To love his slave, before your very eyes ! 

What more can make him odious, if not that ? 

What greater insult can he offer yet ? 

Had he known how, he would have left undone 
Nothing that could displease you. 

HEBMIONE. 

Why provoke 

Fresh torture ? I would fain disguise the truth. 

Try to believe not what your eyes have teen ; 
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Think that my loTe is banish’d ; give me joy 
That I have conquer’d, and my heart is steel’d 
Against its weakness. Make me think so too. 

You’ld have me fly ; there’s iimght to hinder it, 

Let us depart, and leave him to enjo^ ' 

A conquest that degrades him ; to his slave 
Himself submissive. Let us fly ! But what 
If Faith ^nd Duty shauld reclaim his heart. 

If he should crave his pardon at my feet, ^ 

And Love have pow’r te make him all my own ? 

But no, he only seeks to humble me. * 

Yet let us stay to mar their happiness. 

Finding some pleasure still in spoiling theirs ; 

Or, making him renounce his solemn pledge, 

Bender him guilty in the eyes of Greece. 

Already have I drawn upon the son 
Their anger, I would have them ask of him 
The mother too, and so those pangs repay 
Which she has made me teel. Let her lose him. 

Nay, let him cause her death. 

CIiEONE. 

Think you that she. 
Whose eyes run down with tears, can pleasure find 
In trying to supplant you, that, bow’d down 
With grief, she courts her persecutor’s love ? 

What signs have shown her anguish soothed thereby i 
Why ischer soul then plunged in misery ? 

Why ’gainst a favour’d lover so severe ? 

HEBMIONE. 

Ah, I have lent too credulous an ear 
To faithless vows, and utter’d what I felt. 

I saw no danger in sincerity, 

Hy eyes unguarded let their secret out. 

And my own heart pleaded his cause too well. 

What woman would not have declared her love, 

As I did, trusting to his solemn oaths ? 

Bid his eye scorn me then, as it does now? 

You cannot but remember all combined 
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SCENE 2.] 

To aid his suit, — ^my family aTenged, 

The joy of Greece* our Teasels charged with spoils 
From Troy* his father’s exploits by the son’s 
Eclipsed, h^passion deem’d to pass my own, 

My Iteart— ^es, and his fame e’en dazzled you ; 

E’er he betray’d me, all of you conspired 
To that same end. Enough ; if Pyrrhus has, 

I have not ceased to feel ; Orestes’ heart 
Is noble as his ^eeds, and he can love 
Without return. — ^Ay, and perhaps can make 
Himself beloved. *I’]1 see him. o 

CiiEONE. 

Look^ he comes. 

HEBMIONE. 

Ah me 1 I had not thought he was so nigh. 


Scene 2. 

Hebmione, Obestes, Cleone. 

HEBHIONE. 

Sir, shall I think some tender traces left 
Of former Love prompt you to visit me, 

In my distress, or is Duty’s voice. 

And that alone, which urges you to come ? 

OBESTES. 

Such is the fatal blindness of my heart, 

Enown to you well, that I am destined still 
To come, and come again, to worship you. 

In spite of all my vows to come no more. 

To see you will, I know, reopen wounds ; 

Each step that brings me near makes me forsworn ; 
I know it, and I blush thereat. But HeaVn, 

That saw how our last parting wrung my heart, 

Be witness how I strove to free myself. 
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[act II, 


By certain death, from oath so hard to keep 
And ceaseless torture ; how to savage tribes. 

Whose gods are only pleased with human blood, 

I offer'd life ; they shut their temple doors, ^ 
Sparing to take such willing sacrifice. 

Tb you at length I come, and from your eyes 
Must seek the Death that shuns my close pursuit, 
And their indifference shall end despair ; 

They need *but cut the last fond cord of hopb 
To bring the fatal hour for which I yearn, 

Th^ need but say what they have said before, — 
Said always. For a year past, that has been 
My only aim : be yours the victim's blood 
That Scythians might have spilt instead of you. 

Had anv so relentlese there l^en found. 

HEBMIONE. 

Have done, Sir, with these accents of desjiair ; 

With matters more momentous you are charged. 
Why talk of Scythia, or my cruelty ? 

Think of the many kings you represent. 

And mubt their vengeance on your transports hang ? 
Is it Orestes’ blood that they demand ? 

Discharge the office they imposed on you. 

ORESTES. 

Pyrrhus refuses, and my task is done. 

Ifod^m, hg sends me back. Some other pow’r 
Makes him defend the cause of HectoFs son. 

HERMIONE. 

False and forsworn ! 

oBesteb. 

« So, ready to depart, 

My own fate at your lips I come to learn. 

Bre utter'd, your reply I think I hear, 

That you detest me in your secret heart. 

^ HERWIONS. 

What always so unjust? Why will your grief 



SCENE t.] 

Tqr ever of my enmity complain ? 

How have I shown the harshness that you blame 
So often ? ’Twas obedience to my sire 
That brought me hither ; bijfi who knows if I 
Have-not b#en sick at heart since then, and shared 
Alarms no less than yours ? I may have shed, 

In this Epirus, bitter tears And none 
Can say I have not sometimes wish’d you here. 
Despite my duty. 

OBESTBS, 

Vish’d me here ! Oh, joy ! — 

But can it be to me that you address 

These heavenly words ? Open your eyes, and see 

Orestes, upon whom they frown’d so long. 

HERMIONE. 

Yes, you — ^who first taught them to know their pow’r. 
Whose love with their attractions grew, whose worth 
I could not but esteem, and who have had 
My sighs, and whom indeed I fain would love. 

ORESTES. 

I understand how hopeless is my lot ; 

Yom* heart is giv’n to Pyrrhus, and to me 
Vain wishes. 

HERMIONE. 

Ah, you need not envy him, 

Unless you crave my liatred. 

ORESTES. 

Yes; for then 

Love well might follow from a source opposed ; 

I cannot please you whom you fain would love. 

But, if you wish’d to hate me. Love alone 
Would be obev’d, and I should win your heart. 

Ye gods I Such worship, and such tender love — 
ft[>eak they not for me, could you lend an ear ? 

Your voice alone supports a prior claim 
For ^rrhus, it may be against your will. 
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BJLOIKx’a WOBK|. 

Against his, certainly ; for in his soul 
He haites you, lores another — 

HEBMIOHB. 

Vho has dared 

To tell jou that he scorns me? Have his looks 
And words reyeal’d it P Think you that my eyes 
Can light no lasting fire, but soon must rouse 
Contempt ? Perhaps more favourable judge 
May somewhere else be found. 

OBESTES. 

i^’Tis well to taunt 
Me thus ! Am I the one who scorns your charms ? 
Have you not tried my constancy enough ? 

Am I a witness that your eyes lack pow*r ? 

Despise them ? Ah, how gmdly would they see 
My rival so despise them as do I ! * 

HEBMIONE. 

What care I, Sir, whether he loves or hates ? 

Oo. and against a rebel arm all Greece ; 

Pay him the price of disobedience ; 

Go, let them make this land a second Troy ! 

Will you say now, my heart is giv’n to him ? 


OBESTES. 



To every heart let your fair eyes appeal, 

Till common hatred prompts our joint attack. 

HEBMIONE. 

What if he wed Andromache meanwhile ? 


Madam! 


OBESTES. 

HEBMIONE. 


What deep disgrace must then be mine, 
To have this Phrygian woman hold my place ! 



SCXNB^.] 


^OBOMAOHB. 


ORESTES. 

And yet Jrou hate him ! Madam, own the truth ; 
We cannot shut Love’s fires within the breast. 
Our very eyes betray us, — silence, speech ; 

And Jires hide in vain burst forth more fierce. 
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HERMIONE. 

Your mind is prepossess’d, I see it 

And spreads a deadly venom o’er my words, 

In every argument detects deceit. 

And thinks my hatred prompted by my love. 

I must explain myself, and you shall act 
Accordingly. You know ’tfWas Duty led 
My footsteps hither, and detains me here ; 

I cannot leave till Pyrrhus or my sire * 

Compel me. Make my father understand 
The foe of Greece will form no marriage bond 
With us ; between the Trojan and myself 
Make PjiThus choose, which he will keep, and which 
Dismiss. Farewell. I wait but his consent 
To follow you. 


Scene 3. 

ORESTES. 

Yes, you will follow me, 

No doubt of that. Already his consent 
Is sure, nor need I fear that I^rrhus wants 
To keep you, for he has no eyes forsooth 
Save for his dear Andromache, all else 
Irksome, and seeks some pretext that may part 
Himself and you. One word, and all is done ' 
What joy to rob Fpirus of a prize 
So rare ! Troy’s relics she may save, and keep 
XJnharm’d brave Hector’s widow and his son, 
And thousand others ; ’tis enough for me, 
That, ne’er again to see thee or thy prince, 
Hermione departs. 

1 . 


L 
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BACIHS’S WOB^S. ^ACT 

(}ood Fortune brings 
Him hither. To such charms, Lore, close his eyes- 
While we hold converse. 


Scene 4. 

Ptbbhus, Obbstbs, PH(ENIX. 

C 

PYBBHUS. 

I have sough*t you, Sir, 

To own that in a fit of violence 
I fought against your reasons. Since I went. 

Their justice and their force have shown themselves. 
I feel, like you, th4t I have thwarted Greece, 

My father’s efforts, and, indeed, my own, 

In aiding Troy, frustrating all achieved 
Both by Achilles and myself ; nor now 
Do I condemn resentment which was based 
On solid ground. Tour victim soon yhall be 
At your disposal. 

OBBSTBS. 

By this firm resolve. 

Indent as firm, a caitiff’s blood buys peace. 

FTBBHUS. 

And to assure you further, I consent 
To wed*^ennione, the pledge of peace 
For ever. Such a pleasing spectade 
Can have no better witness here than you, 

Who represent all Greece, and most her sire. 

For in yourself his brothmr lives again. 

Go to her, tell her that to-morrow mom 
I will receive her at your hands with p^tce. 

OBBSTBS (cuide). 


Great gods! 



SCENE 5 .] 


iNDROMACHB. 
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Scene 5. 

Pyrrhus, Ph(enix. 

( 

PYRRHUS. 

JVell, PhoBnix, has £ove won the^ay? 
Say, do your eyes refuse to know me still P 

PHCENIX. 

I see you as you were ; thy.t righteous wrath 
Restores you to the Greeks and to yourself. 

No more the plaything of a servile ilaige, 

’Tis I^rrhus, *tis Achilles’ son, and more 
His rival, who at last obeys the laws 
Of honour, and a second triumph wins 
O’er Troy. 

PYRRHUS. 

Say rather that my victory 
Begins to-day when I can feel its joy 
And my heart, lifted from its low estate. 

Seems to have triumph’d o’er a thousand foes 
In crushing love. Think, Phoenix, what a host 
Of troubles I avoid that follow close 
On passion ; how content to sacrifice 
Duty and friendship, danger I despised, 

Courting destruction from the arms of Greece, 

Might I but win a single look of love. 

PH<BNIX. 

I bleps, my lord, the kind severity 
Which gives you back — 


PYRRHUS. 

See how she treated me ! 

1 thought that, when the mother’s fears were roused, 
^e would have yielded for her infant’s sake, 
Disarm’d by his caresses, but I found 
No signs of weakness mingled with her tears. 
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Embitter’d by her woes, more fierce she seem’d 
Each time the uame of Hector pass’d her lii>s. 

Oft as I promised to protect her son, 

’Tis Hector,” she would say, as in her arms * 

She held him, his those eyes, tliat mouth, the heart ’ 
Already bold. My husband I embrace 
In this his iinafye.” Dpes she think that I 
Will let hA* keep him thus to feed her lo\e, 

For Hector ? 

• PHOENIX. ‘ 

Such were doubtless the return 
That she would make. But lea^e her now. 


PTRBHtlS. 


I see 

How consciousness of beauty flatters her, 

And makes her proudly wait, despite my wrath. 
To see me at her knees. Bather at mine 
I’ll see her crouch in vain ; eternal hate 
Parts Hector’s widow and Achilles’ son I 


PHCENIX, 

Then speak of her no more to me, my liege. 

Go, see Hermione ; and at her feet 
Be your sole thought her pleasure, and forget 
Wlfat’s past. Prepare her for the nuptial rites 
Yourself, nor to a rival leave that tdsk 
Who loves her but too well. 

FTBBHUS. 

Think you will she 
Be jealous if I wed Hermione ? 

PHCEHIX. 

What, harping on the Trojan woman still ! 

What matters it to you if vex’d or glad ? 

What spell attracts you tow’rds her, in despite 
Of your own will? 
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A iwxbnUO. 

I have not told her all 
I meant to say ; I show’d l|ut half the rage 
I feel ; sh^ knows not what a bitter foe 
She has in me. Let us return and flout 
Her vengeance, to my hatred give full scope, 
And see her pride and beauty in tbe dust. 
Come. 


PH(ENIX. 

Gk> and cast yourself before her, Sir, 
Go swear that in your hesett you love her still. 
And so encourage her to scorn you more ! 


PYBBHUS. 

I see you think my heart, ready to find 
Excuses, hankers after her, and seeks 
Atonement. 


PHCEKIX. 

Yes, you love her That’s enough. 


Love her, forsooth, who hates me all the more. 

The more she^s flatter’d ! Friendless, with no hi^)e 
But over me ! A stranger, ay, a slave I 
1 can destroy her son, perhaps I ought. 

To her I give that son, myself, uiy tlnone ; 

And in her treacherous heart can gain no rank 
Better than that of ]»ersecutor ! No, 

No, I have sworn it, my levenge is sure, 

And shall for ome her hatied justify ; 

Her infant I abandon, let lier shed 
What tears she may, call me whatever name 
Anguish can prompt ! Ah, what a sight, to-day. 
Her ^es will see ! Phoenix, ’twill be her death. 
And I shall cause it, yea, myself shall bold 
The dagger to her breast ! 
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PHCBNIX. 

Why blazon it 

Abroad? Too highly did you ^•ate your strength 
Some hours ago. ' 

PTBBHUS. 

Pardon the tenderness 

Of an old vound. You need not fear it, match’d 
With my resentment ; ’tis the final spark 
Of love extinct. Fll follow your advice : 

Must I give up her son, and must I see 
The princess ? 

PH<ENIX. 

Yea, Sire ; and with humble vows 

Assure her — 


PTBRHirS. 

What I promised. I’ll perform. 


ACT III. 
Scene 1. 

Obestes, Ptlades. 


PTLADES. 

My friend, restrain this most imprudent rage 
You are no more yourself, I know you not. 
Xet me — 

OBESTES. 

No, no, your counsel comes too late. 
The voice of Reason only wearies me. 

1 must cut short the torture of this life. 

I’ll bear her hence, or periidi. My resolve 
Is taken, and Pll execute the same: 

Yes, that I will. 



SCENE 1.] 


Vndkomache. 
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PTLADB8. 

. By all means be it so ; 
sanction that. But, still, Jhink where you are ; 
To show yotir hand is but to court defeat ; 

Learn to disguise your feelings, calm your rage ; 
Bid vour eyes keep the secret of your heart. 
These guards, these very walls, each breath of aiy 
Serve Pyrrhus, and yet more Hermione ; 

Hide your resentment with most care from her. 
Why did you seek Ber, in the name of Heav’n, 

In such a state? 

OWESTES. 

I knew not what I did ; 
Mastered by rage, I may have gone so f&r 
As to vent open threats against them both. 

PTLADES. 

And what fruit did that fit of passion bear ? 

ORESTES. 

Was not the blow sufficient to distract 
The coolest, and drive reason from her seat ? 
To-morrow he will wed Hermione, 

And from my hand receive her, as a mark 
Of honour. Sooner may it with his blood — 

^ PYLADES. 

You blame him for a purpose he pursues 
In desperation. Bather, pity him 
As I do you ; his tortures are as great, 

ORESTES. 

Nay, I know well, he laughs at my despair ; 

He scorn’d her till he knew her loved by me, 
Her charms were lost upon him but for that ; 
He takes her but to tear her from my arms. 
Oods ! when already I had deem’d her won. 
Prepared to leave his sight for evermore ; 

Her heart, divided between love and hate. 



152 


[act ill. 


BAC1NE*8 

But waited his refusal to become 
My own. Her eyes were open'd, and her ears 
Hearken’d to me with pity. One word more, 

And sure success. ^ 

PYLADES. 

You think so ? 

'' ORESTES. 

Ay, her wrath 

Was hot against the wretch. 

PTLADl^S. 

Never more Ioa ed ! 

Had Pyrrhus giv'n her up, do you suppose 
No other pretext would have held her back ? 

Let not her charms Ixjguile you more, but fly 
Prom her for ever, rather than attempt 
To carry off a Fury who detests 
Your love, and would embitter all your life 
With vain regret, having so nearly gain’d 
Her dearest object. 

ORESTES. 

'Tis that very thought 

Urges me on. All things would smile on her. 
And nought but bootless rage be mine, compelFd 
To seek oblivion far from her, once more 
An exile; No, those torments she must share 
Which I have borne too long alone.* Enough 
Of being pitied. She shall, in her turn. 

Feel whdt it is to fear me, weep with woe, 

And call me cruel, e’en as I did her ! 

PYLADES. 

Thus as a ravisher Orestes crowns 
His embassy ! 

ORESTES. 

What matter, Pyhtdes ? 

Greece shall not wreak revenge at my expense. 
Nor an ungrateful princess mock my tears. 



.)7DB0MACHS. 


SCENE 1 .] 

How will our country’s praises profit me, 

.When jeer’d at in Epirus as a fool? 

"WJiat would you ? To confess the truth, I feel 
My innocence a heavy load#,o bear. 

' Wh<?ti did the gods before prove so perverse 
As to pursue the guiltless, and leave crime 
Unpunish’d ? Wheresoe’er I turn my eyes, 

I see around me troubles that condemn 
Their justice. *Let me earn their wrath, deserve 
Their hatred, eat t];ie fruit if I must pay 
The penalty of crime. But why draw down 
Their anger on yourself, when aimed at me 
My friendship has procured jou harm enougli ; 
Leave me alone to guilt and misery. 

Dear Pylades, your pity warps your seflse ; 

Avoid the dangers that encompass me. 

Convey to Greece the infant given up 
By Pyrrhus. Go ! 

PYIiADES. 

We’ll cany off his bride ! 

A brave heart faces peril without fear. 

Where love leads, friendship follows, and can act 
As boldly. Let us arm your company 
With zeal ; our fleet is ready, and the breeze 
Invites us. Every winding passage dark 
I know ; the sea washes these palace walls, 

And by a secret way this very night 

Your prize shall be conducted to your ship. * 

OBESTES. 

Dear friend, I trespass on your love too far ; 
Those griefs, that you alone could pity, beg 
Forgiveness for a wretch, who loses all 
He sets his heart on ; hated by the world 
He hates himself. But under happier stars 
I, in my turn, — 

PTLADES. 

Do not betray yourself ; 

Before the Wow conceal your purpose, that 
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BACINS’8 WOBI^jl. 

Is all I ask ; till then forget your wrongs, 
Forget your love. Vut sec, she comes. 


OBSSl^^S. 

Answer for her as I will for myself. 


Go, friend. 
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Scene 2. 

t. 

Hbrmionb, Obestes, Cleone. 

OBESTES. 

Well, Madam, you have won, thanks to my care : 

I have seen Pyrrhus, and your marriage now 
Will soon take place. 

HEBMIONE. 

So I am told, and you 
Were seeking me that I might be prepared. 

OBESTES. 

And will you not reject these tardy vows ? 

HEBMIOXE. 

Who would have fancied Pyrrhus faithful still ? 
That passion could have been delay’d so long 
Frdkn biirsting into flame, and its return 
Should linger till I was about to leave him ? 

Til think with you, ’tis Greece he dreads ; not lov 
But prudence moves him ; o’er your soul my eyes 
Had pow’r more absolute. 

OBESTES. 

No, no ; ’tis love, 

I cannot doubt it ; and your eyes have wrought 
All that they wish’d, nor would displease him nov 

HEBMIONE. 

What can I do, Sir, when my faith is pledged? 



165 


SCBNE 8.] 'I^NDBOMACHE. 

Kob liiiD^of what it was not I who gave ? 

The star that rules a princess is not love* 

No other glory than obedience left 
For her. Yet I was going, |uid yon saw 
Fow«I mad!b duty yield to your desire. 

ORESTES. 

Ah, cruel one, ypu knew — But every heart 
Is free to follow its own choice, and yours 
Was at your own disposal ; and if giv*n, 

I had no right to claim it as my own. 

And yet I hoped ; but Fortune more than you 
I blame, and why should I your patience try 
With vain complaints V Act as your duty bids. 
Mine is to spare you words of sad reproach. 


Scene 3. 

Heruioke, Cleoke. 

HEBMIONE. 

Did you expect his wrath to be so n^ld ? 

CLEONE. 

A silent sorrow need not be for that 

Lew fatal. As the cause of his own woe 

I pity him the more ; 'tis his own stroke 

That slays him. How long has your marriage been 

In preparation ? When Orestes spoke, 

Pyrrhus declared himself. 

HEBKflONE. 

Ton think 'tis fear ? 

! And of whom ? Those who for twice five years 
Fled before Hector, and, Achilles lost, 

Crouched in alarm within their burning ships, i 

And who, but for his son, would have left Troy 
Unpunish’d* and foregone a finiitless quest I 
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Why Bhould he fight against himself? Whate’et 
He does, he wishes ; if he marries me, 

He loves me. Let Orestes, if he will, 

Charge me with all his sorroT^, better cheer 
Awaits me than his sighs. Pyrrhus returns ! ^ • 

Ah, dear Cleone, what a rapturous thought ! 

Know you his exploits ? Have you heard them told, 

Too many to be number’d ? And himself, 

So brave, so charming, and so faithful too* 

As shown at last, his glory nothing^lacks. 

Think — 

CLEONE. 

Hide your feelings ! £ook, your rival comes. 

To cast her troubles, doubtless, at your feet. 

HKBMIONE. 

Ah, ’tis too soon to check this flood of joy ! 

Let us be(;one ; what should I say to her ? 


Scene 4. 

AnDBOMACHE, ^BMIONE, ClEONE, CePHISS. 
ANDBOMACHE. 

Why fly you, Madam P Is it not a sight 
To* pleaSe you. Hector’s widow at your knees, 
Weeping ? But not with tears of jealousy 
I come, nor do I envy you the heart 
Surrender’d to your charms. A cruel hand 
Bobb’d me of him whom only I admired. 

Love’s flame was lit by Hector long ago. 

With him it was extinguish’d in the tomb. 

But he has left a son. Some day you’ll know 
How closely to one’s heart a son can cling ; 

But you will never know, I wish it not. 

How keen the pang when danger threatens him, 
And they would take him from you, all that’s left 
To soothe a blighted heart. Ah, when worn out 
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scene" 6.] I^KDBOMACRE, 

With te& long years of woe, the Trojans sought 
Your mother’s life, on Hector I prevail’d 
To succour her. ’ O’er Pyrrhus you have pow’r 
As I had then o’er Hector.! Can they dread 
The*infant he has left ? Him let me hide 
In some far distant isle. And they may trust 
My fears to keep him there, taught but to weep 
With me. * 

f 

HEBMIONE. 

I feel for you, but duty holds 
My tongue tied, when my sire declares his will : 
It is by him that PjriThus* wrath is stirr’d. 

But who can bend nim better than yourself ? 
His soul has long been subject to youi^eyes ; 
Make him pronounce the word, and I’ll consent. 


Scene 5. 

Andbomache, Cbphissa. 

ANDROMACHE. 

How scornfully did she refuse my prayer ! 

CEFHIBBA. 

Accept her counsel. 3ce him, as she says : 

One look of yours may Greece and her confound — 
But, look, he seeks you of his own accord. 


Scene 6. 

Ptbbhus, Andromache, Phceniz, Cefhissa. 

PTBRHUS {to PHCENIX). 

Where is the princess ? Said you not that she 
Was here ? 
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[act III 


PH(ENIX. 


My eyes have over him ! 


I thought so. 

ANDROMACHE (A CBPHISSA). 

Now you see what pow’r 


PTRBHUS. 


What says she ? 


Is lost ! 


ANDROMACHE. 


PHCENIX. 


Hermione is gone, and we 
Will follow. 


CEPHISSA. 


Speak ! Why obstinately dumb ? 


ANDROMACHE. 


Has he not promised them my child ? 


Given liim up. 


CEPHISSA. 


ANDROMACHE. 


But not 


Is certain. 


My way ! 


Vain are my tears, his death 


PTBBHUS. 


How her pride disdains to look 


ANDROMACHE. 


" I should but irritate him more. 

Xet us retire. 

PTBBHUS. 

Come, Hector’s son shall be 
Yielded to Greece. 



SCENE ft] 


aNDBOHACHE. 
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ANDROMACHE (throwing herself at his feet). 
Stop, Sire, What will you do ? 
Give up the son ? Why not the mother then ? 
Whe|^ is the kindness that^ou swore to me 
So lately ? Can I touch no chord at least 
Of pity? Does this sentence bar all hope 
Of pardon ? 

PYRRHUS. 

Phoenix knows my word is pledged. 
ANDROMACHE. 

No dangers were too great for you to brave 
On my behalf ! 

PYRRHUS. 

Blind then, I now can see. 

Tour wishes might have won his pardon once ; 

Tou ne’er so much as ask’d it. Now you come 
Too late. 

ANDROMACHE. 

Full well you understood, my lord, 

J’he sigh that fear’d repulse. Forgive the trace 
« )t pride, that died not with my royal rank, 

And made me shrink from importunity. 

>ly lord, you know, had it not been for you, 
Andromache would never have embraced 
A master’s knees. 

PYRRHUS. 

No, in your secret soul 
You hate me, scorn to owe me anything. 

This son, the only object of your care. 

You would have loved him less, had he been saved 
Thro’ me. You hate me with a bitter scorn, 

You hate me more than all the Greeks together. 
Enjoy at leisure such a noble rage. 

Gome, Phoenix. 

ANDROMACHE. 

I will go where Hector's gone. 
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[act in. 


CEPHI88A. 

Madam — 

ANDROMACHE* 

What further can I #ay to him ? ^ 

The author of my woes, he knows them all. 

{To PYRRHUS.) See to what state you have reduced me, 
Sire ! ^ 

Tve seen my father slam, our walls enwra])t 
In flames, and all our family cut off, 

3^ husband’s bloody corpse dragg’d tl^o’ the dust, 

His only son reserved for chains with me. 

For his sake I endure to live a slave. 

Yea, more, this thought has sometimes brought relief, 
That Fate has fix’d my place of exile here ; 

The son of many kings beneath your sway 
Is happier as a slave than he could be 
Elsewhere, and 1 had hoped his prison walls 
Might be a place of refuge. Priam found 
Achilles could respect his fallen state ; 

I thought his son more generous still. That trust, 

My Hector, pardon, when I deem’d thy foe 
Too noble to commit a dastard’s crime ! 

Ah, would he but allow us to abide 
Where for thine ashes I have raised a tomb, 

And, ending there his hatred and our woes. 

Divide us not from thy beloved remains ! 

• • PYRRHUS. 

Q-o. and await me. PhcRiiix. 


Scene 7. 

Pyrrhus, Andromache, Cephissa. 

PYRRHUS. 

Madam, stay. 

Tour tears may yet win back this cherish’d son 
Yes, I regret that, moving you to weep. 
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I arm^d y 9 ii with a weapon ’gainst myself ; 

I thought I could have brought more hatred here. 
You might at least consent to look at me : 

See, are my eyes those of an ^ngry judge, 

Whose pleafiBire ’tis to cause you misery ? 

Why force me to be faithless to yourself ? 

Now for your son’s sake let us cease to hate. 

’Tis I who urge you, save the child ftom death. < 
Must sighs of mtne beg you to spare his life ? 

And must I clasp your knees to plead for him ? 

Once more, but once’, save him and save yourself. 

I know what solemn vows for you 1 break. 

What hatred I bring down flpon myself. 

Hermione shall go, and on her brow 
For crown I set a burning brand of shaidc : 

And in the fane deck’d for her marriage rites 
Her royal diadem yourself shall wear. 

This offer, lady, is no longer one 

You can afford to scorn. Perish or reign ! 

A year’s contempt has made me desperate, 

Nor can I any longer live in doubt, 

Harass’d by fears and mingling threats with groans. 
To lose you is to die, — ’tis death to wait. 

I leave you to consider, and will come 
To bring you to the temple where this child 
My fury shall destroy before your eyes. 

Or where in love I crown you as my queen. 


Scene 8. 

Andhoatachb, Cephissa. 

CEPHISSA. 

Is’t not as I foretold ? In spite of Greece, 
You are still mistress of your destiny. 

ANDBOHACHE. 

^as, that it should be as you have said ! 

[ have no diioice but to condemn my son. 
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CEPHIS8A. 1 

That were to stretch fidelity too far. 

Excess of virtue may he fraught with guilt. 

Hector himself would urge afinilder course. 

AEDBOMACHE. 

Pyrrhuscin Hector’s place ! I loathe the thought. 

c 

CEPHISSA. 

Think of his son, tom from your arms by force ; 

More than aught else his shade would blush at that. 

It would not shame him that your conqueror 
Should reinstate j^ou in your royal rank. 

Trample your foes beneath his feet in wrath, 

Forget that fierce Achilles was his sire, 

And fmstrate all his exploits. 

ANDBOMACHE. 

How can I 

Cease to remember them, tho’ he forget? 

Hector’s unburied corpse, dishonour’d, dragg’d 
Around the walls of Troy ? His father slain 
Before mine eyes, and grasping as he fell 
The altar stain’d with his own blood ? That night, 
That cruel night, think how its horrors bro’^^dit 
Eternal night to Troy ! Recall the look 
(5f Pvtrhus, crossing in the lurid light 
Our burning threshold ; how his eyeballs glared, 

My fallen brothers spum’d beneath his tread. 

Kindling the carnage, dyed from head to foot 
With gore ! Caust hear the victor’s shouts, the groans 
From dying lips, as fire and sword rush on ? 

Caust see Andromache’s despair, and how 
Pyrrhus confronts her with those frightful deeds 
Wherewith he won his glory ? There behold 
The husband you would give me ! No, my friend^ 

1 will not be th* accomplice of his crimes. 

His latest victim let him make of me. 

And I without a murmur will submit. 
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AND&OUACfiE. 


OEPHIS8A. 

Then let us go and see your son expire $ 

Tour presence only do they wait for. How 
You shudder ! 

ANDROMACHE. 

Yes, remembrance sends a pang 
That pierces deep. What ! See hin^ perish too, 

My only joy, on whom my Hector stamp’d 
His image, token of the love I lost ! 

Ah me 1 I call to inind the day he sought 
Achilles, fatal day for him. He press’d 
His boy to his courageous l^art, and said. 

Drying my tears, — Dear wife, I know not how 
Fate may decide the fight to which I go.^ 

I leave you this my son, a faithful pledge ; 

And should he lose his father, be to him 

Father and mother both ; if you hold dear 

The happiness we shared, then show to him 

How much you loved me.” Shall that precious blood 

Be shed before my eyes, his line extinct 

With him ? Ah, cruel King, must my offence 

Be counted his V He has not hated thee, 

Nor yet reproach’d thee with his kinsmen’s death, 
Resenting not the ills he cannot feel. 

Yet thou must die, my son, unless I turn 
The sword aside that hangs above thy head. 

The choice is mine ; and shall I let it fall? 

No, never can I suffer thee to die. 

Let us find Pyrrhus. No, Cephissa, go, 

Find him for me. 

CEPHISSA. 

What shall I say to him ? 

ANDROMACHE. 

Tell him a mother loves her son enough — 

But has he sworn indeed to slay the child P 
Can passion make Pyrrhus so merciless P 

CEPHISSA. 

Madam, in fury he will soon return. 
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ANPROMACHE. 

Then go, assure him — 


CEPHiSSA. 

Of your faith, or what ? 

•ANDROMACHE. 

Alas ! have I that promise still to give ? * 

O ashes of my husband and my sire ! 

How dearly must I buy thy life, my son ! 

Come, let us go. 

CEPHISSA. 

Whither ? With what fesolve ? 

ANDROMACHE. 

To Hector's tomb, there to consult lus wilL 


ACT IT, 

Seme I. 

Andromache, Cephissa, 

CEPHISSA. , 

My lady, ’tis your husband, doubt it not ; 

'Tis Hector works this miracle in you ! 

Surely he wishes Troy should rise again 
Under that son whose life he bids you guard, 
^rrhus has promised you the boy. Just now 
Ton heard him say he waits but for your word 
To make him yours ; and you may trust his love. 
Your heart contents him \ father, sceptre, frieuasi. 
He recks them not, if ycru will reign o'er him 
And o’er his TOople. Does he then deserve 
Hatred ? Inmgnant, he confronts the Greeks, 
And pities the poor l^be no less than you, 



SOEVE ¥.] ANDROMACHE* 

Guards hifn from outrage, and withstands their rage, 
Exposing his own life to shelter his. 

But all is ready. • You have promised-^ 

ANDBoifACHE. 

Yes, 

I will be there. Let us go see m j son. 

CEPHISSA. 

Why in such haste ?• No one forbids you now 
To visit him ; therewith be satisfied, 

And soon your tenderness s^all have full scope 
In many a fond and unrestrain*d caress. 

Will it not bring you joy to rear your b^be 
No longer for a life of slavery. 

But to revive the glories of his line ? 

ANDROMACHE. 

Cephissa, *tis the last time 1 shall see 
My child. 

CEPHISSA. 

Why, what is this ? 

ANDROMACHE* 

O my dear friend. 
With whom my soul should wear no mask, for you 
Have proved in all my trouble faithful still, 

I hop<^ you knew me better than to deem 
Myself so faithless found as to betray 
The husband who within my heart survives. 

That, earing not how much I vex’d the dead, 

1 should think only of my own repose. 

Is that to keep my promise made so oft 
To Ejector’s ashes V But I am obliged 
To save his son. Pyrrhus, on wedding me, 

Vows to protect him, — I may trust his word* 

I know his nature, violent but sincere ; 

He will do more, Cephissa, than he said* 

And I rely too on the wrath of Greece. 

Her hatr^ will on Hector’s son bestow 
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A father. Since a victim is reqtiired 
I will assure to Pyrrhus all that’s left 
Of life to me, and by most sacred bonds* 

Indissolubly bind him to m^iboy. 

But straightway shall this hand with fatal stroke * 
Sever the chord of life no longer true, 

And so preserve me stainless, and yet pay 
Pyrrhutf his due, nor fail in what I owe 
To son and husband, ay, and to myself. * 

This is the harmless plot my love su^ests, 
f)r rather Hector’s spirit. So, alone, 

Him and my sires I join. Close you mine eyes. 

OEPHISSA. 

Ah, if you die, think not that I will live. 

ANDBOMACHB. 

Nay, I forbid you, friend, to follow me. 

My only treasure to your care I trust : 

You lived tor me, live now for Hector’s son. 

Sole guardian of the hopes of fallen Troy, 

Her royal line requires your constant care. 

Watch Pyrrhus well, and make him keep his faith ; 

If he shall need it, apeak to him of me. 

Bemind him I consented to be his 

Before my death, teach him to prize that bond 

And t^ot out all resentment from his soul ; 

That, leaving him my son, I showed how much 
I valued him. And to that son make known 
The heroes of his race ; direct his steps 
To follow them ; tell him of all their fame. 

Of what they did rather than what they were. 

Dwell on his father’s virtues day by day. 

And sometimes whisper of a mother’s love. 

But of avenging me he must not dream ; 

His master’s friendship let him strive to win. 

Begarding his high birth with modesty, 

Let him remember, tho’ of Hector’s blood, 

Troy lives in him alone ; and for his sake, 

In one day, I lay down life, hatred, love I 
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CEPHJSSA. 

Alas! 

ANDROMACHE. 

» Torfmust not come ^ith me, unless 
Tour neart is brave and can command your tears. 
Cephissa, dry your oyes. I hear a step. 
Remember your ^reat trust. Hermloue 
Approaches ; let us shun her violence. 


S^ene 2 . 

Hebmione, Cleone., 


CLEON E. 

This silence, Madam, fills me with surprise ; 

You utter not a word ; this cruel slight 
Seems not to ruffle your tranquillity ! 

Tamely you suffer suth a rude rebuff 
Who shudder’d but to hear your rival’s name ! 
You who could scarce endure without desj)air 
The passing glance that Pyrrhus cast on her ! 

He weds her, makes her partner of his throne, 
And plights the troth so lately giv’n to you ; 

Yet still your lips are dumb, your tongue disdains 
T’ upbraid the traitor with deserved reproach ! 

I fear what such a fataj calm forebodes ! 

It would be better far — 


HEBMIONE. 


Is it Dot soP 


You sent for him, 

OLEONE. 


Orestes will be here, 

And, as you may believe, will place himself 
Wholly at your disposal, without hope 
Of recompense. Your eyes are sure enough 
To charm him. See, he enters. 
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Scene 3. 

Orestes, Herm|one, Cleore. 

ORESTES. 

Can it be 

That I, for once, in seeking you obey 
Your bidding, or has false ho]}e flatter’d me ? 

Have you indeed wish’d me to come to^you ? 

Shall I believe your eyes, at last disarm’d, 

Will— 

HERMIOXB. 

I would knc^w whether you love me. Sir. 

ORESTES. 

Love you ! Great gods ! My vows too hard to keep. 
My flight, return, reverence that curb’d reproach, 

My dark despair, my eyes all drown’d in tears : 

WTiat witness will you, if you trust not these f 

HERMIONE. 

1 trust them all ; avenge me. 

ORESTES. 

Let us go, 

My#mist|'es8, and once more set Greece on fire. 

This arm shall make your name renbwn’d ; and you 
Shall rival Helen, I the King of Men. 

Let us revive the miseries of Troy 
Here in Epirus, and our fathers’ fame 
Eclipse. Yes, I am ready ; let us start. 

HERMIOKE. 

No, let us stay, nor carry these affronts 
So far. What ! crown the insults of my foes. 

And wait elsewhere to wreak a slow revenge ! 

Resign myself to the arbitrament of war, 

That after all might fail to vindicate 



ANDBOBCACRS. 


11)9 


SCENE 3.] 

M 7 wroi^s ! I will hare all Epirus weep 
When 1 aepart. Avenge me in an hour, 
Or not at aill. pelay, — and you refuse. 
Haste to the temple. You must slay — 


ORESTES. 


Pyrrhus. 


HEBMIONE. • 


ORESTES. 

The King? 


Ay, whom ? 


, HEBMIONE. 

• 

\ ^ Your hatred hesitates ? 

Bun quickly thither, lest I call you bac]^. 

' 3peak not of duties I would fain forget, 

^^or will 1 hear a word in his defence, 

And least from you. 

'U OBESTES. 

Prom me ! Your hmdemess 
Has stamp’d his crime too deeply on my soul. 

Let us take vengeance, but by other means, 

Become his foes, but not his murderers ; 

And with the arms of justice ruin him. 

Shall I for answer to the G-reeks bring back 
His head? And have I taken on myself 
This charge from them, to turn assassin No, 

III Heaven’s name let Greece the challenge meet, 
And crush’d beneath her hatred let him die. 

The name of king is sacred, and the brow — 


HEBMIONE. 

Is not my sentence then enough for you ? 
That my offended dignity demands 
A victim to be offer’d to myself ? 

That if you quell the tyrant you shall have 
He for reward ? That I hate him whom once 
I loved. Yes, I confess it, he knew how 
To win my heart ; whether my &ther’s will 
Or inclination moved me matters not. 
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Act on that knowledge. Tho* he hJoke his vows,^ 

Tho* with just horror I regard his crime, * 

Yet, while he lives, fear I may still forgivp. 

Distrust my wavering wrath, till death removes 
The monster. For unless he 4ies to-day. 

To-morrow I may love him. 

OBESTES. 

Thei) must d^ath 

Prevent his pardon. How shall I proceed ? 

I so soon avenge your injuries ? • 

Where lies the path that leads him to his doom? 

I have but just set foot upon this soil, 

And you would have me overturn the State, 

And slay the King^; and for his punishment 
You grant me but a day ; no, not an hour. 

It must be done before his people’s eyes ; 

My victim to the altar shall be brought. 

No longer I demur, I will but go 
And view th* appointed place of sacrifice ; 

This night I do your bidding, and he dies I 

HEBMIONE. 

Meanwhile to-day he weds Andromache ; 

Already in the shrine his throne is set, 

His crime accomplish’d, and my shame confirm’d. 

Why should you wait? He offers you his life ; 

No guards attend him to this festival, 

Hd matibs them all encircle Hector’^ son, 

And gives himself to my avenger’s arm. 

Will you then of his life take greater care 
Than he does ? Arm my followers, with your Greeks ; 
Stir up your friends ; on mine you may rely. 

Me he betrays, fools you, and scorns us all. 

Surely their hatred is as great as mine. 

The Trojan woman’s hustond loath to spare. 

Speak, and my foe cannot escape your hands. 

Or rather they will strike him dead themselves. 

Lead or be led by this their noble rage ; 

Dyed with the faithless wretch’s blood, return ; 

Thus only can you gain my heart. Now go. 
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OBE8TES. 

But, Madam, think — 

HEBMIONB. 

This Veally passes hounds. 

Tour scruples j 2 frate upon my an^ry mood. 

I show the way to win Hermione, 

And make Orestes happy ; hut I gfte 
He will do nought to earn her, only whine 
For eyer. Go ; l\oast of your constancy 
Elsewhere, and leave me to avenge myself. 

My weak concessions fill my soul with shame. 

One day of such refusals ^s too much. 

When all is ready for the marriage rite. 

And where you dare not venture, I wiil go 
Alone, find means t* approach my enemy, 

And stab the heart I could not touch with love 
Then shall my hlood-stain*d hands, turn'd on my&elf, 
Unite our destmy in spite of him : 

And, traitor tho* he be, 'twill be more sweet 
For me to die with him than live with you. 

OBESTES. 

No, I will rob you of that dismal joy ; 

He shall not die but by Orestes’ hand. 

Yea, by my arm your enemies shall fall. 

And you shall then reward me, if you will. 

HEBMIONE. 

Go. Leave your future fortune in my care 
Let all your ships be ready for our flight. 


Scene 4. 

Hebmione, Cleone. 

CLEONE. 

Think* Madam,* ere your rum you invoke—* 
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HEBBCIONB. 

Ruin or no, I mean to have revenge. 

I doubt, whatever promises be m^e. 

The trust reposed on others th^ myself : 

The guilt of Pyrrhus does not scorch his eyes 
As it does mine ; my stroke would be more sure. 
To be my own avenger ^would be sweet. 

To stain this fair arm with the traitor’s blo^. 
And, to increase my pleasure and his |>ain, 

To hide my rival from his dying gaze ! • 

What if Orestes fail to let him know 
He dies a victim sacrificed to mej 
Qo, find and tell him to inform the wretch 
He owes his death to me, and not to Greece. 

Bun, dear Oleone, my revenge is balk’d. 

If he should die uncmiseious that his doom 
Proceeds from me. 

CLEONE. 

I will obey you, — Ah ! 

What do I see ? Who would have fancied it ? 
The King himself ! 

HERMIONE. 

Follow Orestes straight, 

He must do nought till he sees me again ! 


Scene 5. 

Ptbbhus, Hebmione, Phcenix, 

PYBBHUS. 

Ton are surprised that I should seek you here, 
And my approach disturbs your colloquy. 

I do not come arm’d with unworthy wiles, 

Ho feign’d excuse shall gloss the wrong I do : 
Hy heart condemns me with no doubtful voice, 
Hot can I urge a plea I know is false. 

1 wed a Trojan woman. Yes, I own 
The faith 1 plight to her was giv’n to you. 
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I migh^ remind you tliat our fathers form’d 
These ties at Troy without consulting us, 

And we were bound together by no love 
Or choice of ours ; but ’tis enough for me 
Thsjb I submitted. My anfbass^ors 
Made you the promise of my heart and hand ; 

So far from wishing to revoke the pledge, 

I willingly confirm’d it ; you, witlf them, 

Came hither, and, altho’ another eye 
Already had subdued me and forestall’d 
Your sway, that j^ssion did not make me pause. 
And I resolved still to be true to you. 

I welcomed you as queen,*and, till this day, 

I thought my oath would hold the place of love. 
But love prevail’d, and, by a fatal stroke, 
Andromache has won the heart she hates : 

Each drawn by th’ other in our own despite. 

We hasten to the altar, there to swear 
Union for ever. Blame me as you may 
For traitor, tho’ a willing one I grieve 
To prove defaulter ; nor do I presume 
To check the just resentment that relieves 
Myself as much as you. Call me forsworn, 

I fear your silence more than your reproach } 
Wrung by the secret witness in my heart. 

The less you say the more I feel my guilt. 

HEBMIONE. 

Sir, this confession, stripp’d of all deceit, 

Shows that at least you to yourself are just; 
And, tho’ resolved to snap this solemn tie. 

Crime makes you in your own eyes criminal. 
Yet, after all, why should a conqueror stoop 
To common honesty that keeps its word ? 

TSo, perfidy for you has secret charms; 

You seek me but to glory in your shame ; 
Unhinder’d by your duty or your oath, 

A maid of Greece and then a dame of Troy 
Attract your fickle &ncy, flying ofif, 

Betuming, and then leaving me once moye ; 
Crowning in turn the princess and the slavOr 
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Making Troy bow to Greece, and Greece to Troy ! 

Thus acts a heart that's master of itself, 

Heroic, and no slave of promises ! 

Tour bride might be displeased were I to stint 
Such honey’d terms as wretch afid perjurer. 

You came to look whether my face were pale, 

And then to mock my sorrow in her arms. 

You would-be glad if I would follow her 
In tears ; but oue day has brought joy enouj^h. 

You need not seek new titles to renown, 

Those that you have may well suffice your greed, 

The agM sire of Hector smitten down 
Dying before the eyes of all his Irfn, 

While your sword, thrust into his feeble heart, 

Seeks the few frozen# drops that linger there ; 

Trov all in flames, plunged in a sea of blood ; 

Tour hand too cut Polyxena’s fair throat, 

A cruel sight that Greece herself condemn’d. 

Such glorious deeds claim fit acknowledgment. 

PTBBHUS. 

I know full well to what excess of rage 
Bevenge for Helen’s rape transported me : 

To you, her child, I might impute the blood 
That I have shed ; but be the past forgot. 

I thank high Heaven that your indifference 
Sanctions a happier passion in my breast. 

My heart,# too ready to torment itself, 

Should know you better, and excuse its change. 

^ Madam, I did you wrong to feel remorse ; 

Can one be faithless who was never loved ? 

You have not tried to keep me bound to you : 

1.4 Fearing to injure, it may be that I 
^ Serve you. ITo ^mpathy unites our hearts ; 

’Twas duty that I follow’d, as did you ; 

You never loved me in reality. 

^ " HSBHIONE. 

^ I never loved you ! What then did I do? 

* native princes I despised. 
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Sought yfu myself m your remotest realms ; 

StiU am I here, tho’ you have proved untrue. 

And all my Oreeks my weakness view with shame. 

I have commanded them to hide my wrongs ; 

In seeret I awaited your rcttm 
To duty ; trusting, whether soon or late, 

You would bring back a heart I claim’d as mine. 

I loved you tho* inconstant ; could I more 
If faithful found ? E*e» while your cruel lips 
Calmly announce the death of all my hopes, 

I doubt if I have ceased to love you yet. 

But if it must be so, and Heav’n in wrath 
Beserves for other eyes tho pow’r to charm. 

Complete this marriage ; but at least refrain 
From forcing me to witness my disgrace. 

Listen, for this may be my last appeal ; 

Let one day pass, to-morrow you shall wed — 

You answer nought ? Ah, faithless wretch, ’tis clear 
You count those moments lost you spend with me 1 
Impatient your enchantress to behold 
Orn'e more, you grudge with others to converse : 
With her your heart inspires each word, each look. 
Escape where you are free, I hold you not 
From going ; swear as you have sworn to me. 

Oo, and profane the majesty of Heav’n, 

The justice of the gods, who’U ne’er forget 
How those same oaths have bound you to myself. 
Haste, to their altars take that perjured heart ; 

There dread to meet Hermione once more. 


Scene 6. 

Ptbbhus, Phobvix. 

PUCEKIZ. 

My lord, you heard her : be upon your guard, 
IBewagre the vengeance of a baffled love 
1 to fuiy, arm’d with the support 
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Of G-reece that is the champidn of her cause : 
Orestes loves her still, perchance that prize — 

PTBBHUS. 

Andromache awaits me. Gua^ her son ! 


ACT V. 


Scene 1. 

HEBMIONE. 

Where am I ? and what is it 1 have done ? 
What yet remains ? What rage possesses me ? 
How thro’ these halls I roam irresolute. 
Devour’d with grief, and know not if I love 
Or hate ! His eye at parting seem’d to freeze 
My soul, nor did he ever feign to pity ; 

No, not a moment’s tenderness or sorrow ; 

His heart refused to grant a single groan. 

Deaf to my sighs, ’mid all my anguish calm. 
My tears awoke no sympathy in him. 

And yet I mourn his loss ! And for a crown 
Of sorrow, still this weak heart throbs for him. 
I tremble at the blow so soon to fall. 

Forget rSvenge, and almost pardon him ! 

But no, my sentence shall not be revoked : 
Perish the traitor, since he’s dead to me ! 
Triumphantly he laughs my wrath to scorn, 
And thinks this tempest will dissolve in tears 
That, always feeble and irresolute, 

With one hand I’ll ward off the other’s blows : 
i Ptot kindness makes him deem it measureless. 

- But other thoughts, rather, his mind engross : 
The traitor in Us triumph little cares 
Whether the absent wish him life or death, 
And leaves to me this dire perplexity. 

One stroke shall end it ; at Orestes’ band 
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He meets the death He ought to have foreseen. 
Which he himself has forced me to desire. 
Yl/Tiat ! Is it I then who pronounce his doom ? 
And must he die because Hermione 
Has loved Him ? He whose ^ft repeated deeds 
Gave ever fresh delight when heard again, 

To whom in secret I had link’d my lot 
Ere to the fatal contract we were bdund. 

Have I then cross’d so many lands and seas. 
And come so far, oply to dig his grave. 

To be his murderer ? Ah, ere he dies — 


Scene 2. 

Hermione, Cleone. 

HERMIONE. 

What have I done, Cleone ? Have you aught 
To tell me ? Where is Pyrrhus ? 

cleone. 

At the height 

Of love and happiness ; proudest of men, 

I saw him to the temple lead his bride, 

His latest conquest : in his eye there shone 
The light of joy and hqpe. Gazing on her, 

He seem’d to drink intoxicating draughts. 
Andromache, ’midst all the glad acclaim. 

Bore in her heart sad memories of Troy ; 

Incapable alike of love and hate. 

Submissive, she nor murmur’d nor rejoiced. 

HERMIONE. 

And I^rrhus ? Carried he his bold affront 
To th’ end P Observed you well his countenance ? 
Seem’d he to taste calm pleasure unalloy’d P 
Did he not hither cast a single look ? 

Tell me, Cleone, did you meet his eye P 
X. N 
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' And did he blush when he perceived you there P 
Show*d he with troubled brow a sense of guiltp 
Or did his pride support him to the last? . 



CLEOilE. ^ 

He noticed nothing ; and his safety seem’d. 
With honour’s voice, forgotten like yourself. 
Heedless &f those who lollow, friends or foes, 
He hastens onward to Love’s wish’d for goal. 
Bound Hector’s son he has bestow’d hia guards. 
Aid fancies danger threatens him alone. 

Phoenix has him in charge, who to a fort 
Far from the temple and the palace brings 
The child, whose safety seems the only care 
That Pyrrhus kno^s. 


HERMIOKE. 

The wretch sliall die ! What said 

Orestes ? 

CLEOKE. 

He has enter’d with his men 
The temple. 

HEBHIONB. 

Is he ready to avenge 

My wrongs P 

CLEONB. 

I know not. 


HEBMIONE. 

What, you know not ! Will 

Orestes too prove false P 

CLEONE. 

r ^ ^ He worships you ; 

But with a thousand scruples of remorse 
Contending, now to Honour he gives heed. 

And now to Love. In l^rrhus he respects 
' The throne, Achilles, and Achilles’ ion. 
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He fears |bhe wrath of d^reece and all the world ; 

But more than all, he said, he fears himself. 

As victor he would bring the traitor’s head. 

But not as an assassin, odious name ! 

At la^ he enter’d, knowing «iot if thence 
He should go forth blood guilty, or a mere 
Spectator. 

HERHTONE. • 

No* 5 their Iftriumph he will watch 
Without the" wish ^ strike a jarring note. 

I know what scruples make his courage blench ; 

The coward fears to die, and fears nought else. 

My mother stoop’d not to & single prayer, ? 

Yet in her cause all Greece rose up in arms. 

Her eyes, thro’ ten years’ war, saw tweifty kings. 

Whose names she scarcely knew, die fo>* their sake : 

While I but ask death to a perjurer, 

Charging a lover to avenge my wrongs, 

And so to win me at no risk to him ; 

I give myself, and yet I am refused ! 

Go to, my own arm must for justice strike. 

Let cries of pain thro’ all the temple ring ; 

Their fatal bridal shall in bloodshed end. 

And but one moment see them man and wife. 

Nor shall my fury halt to choose its prey, 

Orestes shall as ^rrhus be to me ; 

And if by death I purchase my revenge. 

I’ll gladly die in such good company. 


Scene 3. 

Orestes, Hebmioee, Cleons. 

OBESTES. 

Madam, ’tis over, and your vdll is done ; 

Yes, at the altar now the traitor yields 
His life. 

HEBMIONE. 

Is I^rrhua dead ? 
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OBE8TES 

He breathes his last, 

Our Greeks have blotted out his guilt in blood. 

I gave my promise, tho’ this j^ot to me 
Ai^l>ear’d too horrible. Withnasty steps 
I sought the temple, when I found our men 
Had to the very altar f rept unseen 
Amid the^ crowd. With countenance unchjinged, 
Pyrrhus perceived me, and his courage seem’d 
Warm’d at the sight ; Greece, in my pcft’son braved, 
Lending fresh glory ^ his nuptial rites. 

Proudly be raised on high the diadem, 

And placed it on the Trojan woman’s brow 
With his own hand, saying : “ I give to you 
My crown, and plight my troth ; reign o’er my realms 
And o’er myself ; your son shall find in me 
A father’s love ; may Heav’n confirm the vow 
1 make to you his mother, and his foes 
Be mine. I hail him as the Xing of Troy.” 

Applause resounded as he spake these words, 

Answer’d by cries of wrath from Grecian throat«(. 

They throng’d around the traitor where he stood. 

So that I found no place to strike, for each 
Vied with his neighbour who should lay him low. 
Cover’d with blood, vainly he sought escape 
From countless blows, and at the altar fell. 

Thence passing thro’ the terror-stricken crowds, 

I came,<iO bring my princess to the^port. 

There will our friends, their hands with slaughter red, 
Be with us soon. My promise is fulfill’d. 

HEBMXONE. 

What have they done ? 


OBESTES. 

If their excess of zeal 

Has marr’d your vengeance, pardon them for that. 
You would have had me be the first to strike, 

ISiat he might feel it was for you he died ; 

But ’twas my ardour prompted them to act ; 
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For your lake, and yours only, were they brought 
Within the temple ; you may justly claim 
As sacrificed to you the life they took. 

As agents of the vengeance you had plann’d. 

HEBMIONE. 

Traitor, be silent, nor impute to me 

The crime whiclr brands ^you coward. Let the Greeks 

Applaud the impioi^ act. Go ; I disown 

Your cruelty and you, who have destroy’d 

The noblest of mankind this fatal day. 

Did no compunction visit y^ur fell hearts 
To check such slaughter? Who made you the judge 
To sentence him to death ? What was his crime ? 
What right had you to slay him ? Tell me that ! 

Who bade you do it ? 

OBESTES. 

Heav’ns ! It was you yourself, 
Just now, upon this spot, the order gave. 

HEBMIONE. 

You should have paid no heed to love bereft 
Of reason, but have read my deeper thoughts. 

Saw you not while I raved distractedly, 

My heart belied whatever words I spoke ? 

E’en had I meant them,* you should have refused, 

A hundred times repeated, such a wish : 

Ask’d me again before the blow was struck. 

And then return’d, or rather shunn’d my sight. 

You should have let me wreak my own revenge. 

What lured you hither, hateful to mine eyes ? 

Behold what bitter fruit your love has borne ! 

You bring me all the ills that follow you : 

Your em^sy it was, fatal to both. 

That te my rival made his thoughts incline. 

He might have else admitted me to share 
His heart again, or feign'd at least to love, 
you, in this Epirus I will stay. 



18 ^ 


BACtHB'S WOBKS. f [aQT T. 

Greece and my Spartan home I here renounce, ^ 

Yea, all my family ; enough for me 

That they have bred a monster like yourself ! 


Scene 4. 

OBESTES. 

^Vas that Hermione I saw and heard? 

She for whom flow’d the blood that I have slied ? 
Did she not call me traitor, murderer ? 

Am I Orestes ? And is “F^yrrhus slain ? 

Was reason’s light extinguish’d in my heart 
That I should kill a king whom I revere, 
lu one day violate a sovereign’s rights. 

An envoy’s office, and all human ties. 

Profane the altars where he stood at bay. 

And turn a sacrilegious regicide ? 

And all for one who knows no gratitude. 

Who made me vow to slay him, or she ne’er 
Would see me more. When I have done the task 
Her fury set, she taunts me with his blood * 

She loves him ! As a monster looks on me ! 

Far from mine eyes for ever she withdraws, 

And in her thankless flight leaves me for hire 
N^mes^of reproach, inci]^d to please her rage ! 


ObESTES, PrULDES, SOLDIEBS OV ObESTES 


FYLADES. 


We must depart, and leave this palace, Sir; 

Or be content never to leave at all. 

Our Greeks defend the gate one moment more. 
Ere our pursuers* forces grow too strong. 

All here obey Andromache’s commands. 
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Diej trq^t her as thei# queen, and us as foes ; 

And she herself, stubborn while I^rrhus lived. 

All duties of a Wthful widow pays, 

Ahd urges vengeance, haply all the more 

That HectoHr’s shade too claims the blood of Greece. 

' Jjet us not wait, then, till they hem us round ; 

Jbur men will join us, and, while all the crowd 
iBtill gaze and gape upon fiermione^ 

We may pass thro’ in ^fety. Come this way. 

ORESTES. 

No, friends ; it is Hermione I fain 
Would follow, her last sentence can I not 
^ Survive. Go ; let me expiate my crime. 


i^Hermione I Forget her. Would you still, 

The instrument and object of her rage, 

Invite fresh insult e’en among the dead ? 

And, because she dies, must you perish too ? 

ORESTES. 

She dies ! Ye gods, what is it that I hear ? 

PYLADES. 

Did you not know ? We met her, as we came ; 
With hurrying feet, and frenzy in her eyes, 

, She sought the temple, and found Pyrrhus borne 
By soldiers whom his blood to vengeance roused ; 
Doubtless that sight stirr’d madness too in her. 
We saw her, as we stood above the gate, 

0*er I^rrhus bending low, dag^r in hand ; 

Then^ eyes uplifting, plunge it in her breast. 

And fall. 

ORESTES. 

Ah, Heav’n has been pleased t* inflict 
Woes worse than I had look’d for I Never turn’d 
One moment from relentless punishment, 

The gods have made my agony supreme, 
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Ajid found delight devising miseries, 

That I might serve as an example meet 
Of wrath celestial, bom to wretchedness. 

Well, I have drain’d the cup, and die content. 

Where are the lovers ? To complete my joy, , 

Let me be drown’d in blood, tlieir own and mine. 

Let me behold them as they both expire 
And three hearts be united, that were long 
Discordant — * 

But what thickness of black mght 
Enshrouds me suddenly ! What horror thrills 
Thro’ all my frame, with no way of escape ! 

Thank heav’n ! I see a glimmering light. ’Tis blood, 
Streams of red blood all round me ! 

PTLADES. 

Ah, my lord ! 


ORESTES. 

What, I^rrhus ! Must I meet thee everywhere ? 
How has my hated rival ’scaped his wounds ? 

Hold, I have yet a stroke reserved for thee. 

But what is this ? Hermione, with arms 
Encircling, tears him from the threaten’d blow ! 

Ye j^ods ! What frightful looks she casts on me ! 
Serpents and fiendish faces dog her steps. 

Why are your hands outstretch’d, Furies of Hell ? 
Whom do these snakes, that hiss above your heads. 
Threaten, to sting ? What means this horrid train ? 
Come ^e to bear me to eternal night P 
So be it, to your rage Orestes yields. 

But no, leave vengeance to Hermione ; 

’Twere better that she tear me limb from limb, 

Yei^ and devour the heart I ofter her ! ,, 

PTLADES. 

Friends, he has lost his senses. While there’s time, 
Let’s take advantage of this fit, and save 
^e prince. Our efforts will be vain if once 
His madness here with consciousness return. 
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• 

T his play, which is neither a comedy nor a farce but 
has elements in common with each, was first per- 
formed in 1668 at Paris, and afterwards at Versailles. Its 
humour in a great measure depends updU the mock gravity 
which masks its ridiculous features; the language and 
style are those of comedy, while the tone of exaggeration 
and the absurdity of the situations belong more fitly to 
burlesque. It is a French adaptation of “ The Wasps of 
Aristophanes, to which the wit of Kabelais and of Fureti^re 
(author of the “ Boman Bourgeois **) have contributed not 
a little. Bacine's own ex];)erienee of law and lawyers was 
derived from the suit in which he had been involved about 
the Priory of Epemay, during the course of which he 

E icked up a number of barbarous terms, “ which,” to quote 
is own words, “ neither my judges nor I ever properly 
understood.” 

”Les Plaideurs,” though it fell rather flat at $r8t,«has 
proved to be by farHhe most popular of all Bacine’s 
plays. 



CHARACTERS. 


Dandin, a judge. 

Lbavdkr, son of Dandin. 
C'HiCAMKAU, a citizen. 

IsABBLr^B, daughter of Chicaneau* 
A Countess. 

Pktit-Jkan, a house porter. 
JL’1nt]ji£, a clerk. 

A Prompter. 


The scene is laid in a town of Lower Normandy. 



THE LITIGANTS. 

A COMEDY. 

AC T 1. 

Scene 1. 

Petit- Jean (hauling along a big hag full of law papers). 

Oh, what a fool is he who trusts the future : 

Who laughs at morn will cry before the night. 

A judge took me, last year, into his service, — 

Fetch’d me from Amiens to be Swiss porter. 

These Normans thought to laugh at my expense : 

When we’re with wolves, one learns to howl, they say. 

I played a wily hand, tho’ a poor Picard, 

And crack’d my whip loudly as any other. 

All the fine gentleAen would, hat in hand, 

Call me good Mr. Petit-Jean, with flatteries ^ 

Long as your arm. But honours without coin 
Are naught. I acted like a play-house porter ; ^ 

In vain they knock’d, and bow’d with heads uncover’d. 
Save with the silver key, they might not enter. 

No money, — ^then no Swiss, to unlock the door. 

’lis true my master’s pocket took a scantling ; 

Sometimes there came a reckoning. ’Twas my charge 
To purchase hay, and candles for the house ; 

I did not lose by that, at all events ; 

I might have bought the straw into the bargain. 

His heart was too much in his work, however, — 

The more’s the pity, — first in court, and last. 

Each day, and often quite alone j believe me. 
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&e*d like to sleep there without 8up% morsel. 

rd say at times,— “ Dear Mr. Perrin Dandin, „ 

) Excuse my freedom, you get up too earljr. • 

He who would travel far should spare his steed ; 

Drink, eat, and sleep, and make a fire to last.*’ 

He took no heed. And so well have his vigils 
' Bepaid him, that they say his brain is crack’d. 

One up, ore down, he wants to judge us all. 

. He’s always mumbling some strango gibberish, 

1 know not what, and will, by hook or crook, 

Take with him into bed his wig and gown. 

He had his cock killed, in a fit of rage, 

Because it didn’t wake him up in time : 

He said, a suitor, whose afEair went ill, 

Had with a bribe corrupted the poor bird. 

Poor man, this sentence did him little good. 

His son all talk of business has tabooed : 

He makes us guard him closely night and day, 

Or else, — good-bye, he’s off, and in the court ! 

Heav’n knows, he’s quick enough to give the slip. 

And I, — ^no sleep for me. I’m growing thin, 

Wretchedly thin ; I stretch ray arms and yawn. 

But watch who will, this bag shall be my pillow : 

To-night, i’ faith, I’ll take my ease for once ! 

No one can blame me sleeping in the streets. 

Let’s go to sleep. ^ 

[He lies down on the gi 


Scene 2. 

L’Ietime, Petit- Jean. 
l’ietimA 

What ho! Friend Petit- Jean ! 


L’lntim^! 


PETIT- JEAN. 


{Aside,) He’s afraid I’m catching cold. 
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yty 8 tar 9 1 What brings you in the street so early ? 

jpUTIT-JBAK. 

I*m not a storK, to stand upon one leg. 

For ever on the watch, hearing him shout. 

What bellows too ! I think the maif s possess’d. 


Excellent ! 


l’intimb. 


PETIT-JBAN. 

When I scratch mv head, and tell him 
rd like to go to sleep, he gravely says , — ^ 

** Lodge a petition how you wish to sleep.*' 

It makes me sleepy but to talk of it. 

Good night. 

l’intime* 

Good night, forsooth! Deuce take it, if— 
But hark, I think I hear a noise up there. 


Scene 3. 

Dandik, L’Intim^, Petit-Jban. 

DANDiH {at the window). 

Petit- Jean ! L’lntim^ I 

l’xntim£ {to petit-jean). 
Hush ! 

; 

DANDIN. 

Pm alone. 

My keepers prove defaulters, Heav’n be prais’d 
Give time enough, they’ll enter an appearance. 
Now for a gaol delivery thro* the window. 

Out of tliA Aonrt tliArA \ 
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l’intimi 

Ha ! Well jump'd ! ^ 

* V 

PETIT- JEAN. 

You’re caught, Sir ! 

DANDIN. 

Thieves ? Thieves ! 

PETIT-JEAN. 

We’ve got you now, and won’t let go. 

L'lNTfMTE. 

There’s no good bawling. 

DANDIN. 

Help ! They’re murdering me J 

Scene 4. 

Leandee, Dandin, L’Intime, Petit-Jban. 

LEANDEB. 

I hear my father in the street. Quick, lights ! 

Father, what brings you out at such an hour ? 

Whither away so fast ? 

DANDIN. 

I want to judge. 

LEANDEB. 

Judge whom ? The world’s asleep. 

petit-jean. 

Except myself. 

LEANDEB. 

Wliy, what a heap of bags ! They're all about him. , 
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DANDIN. 

It will be quite tiiree months ere I come back, 
Ani. these are my provisions^ — bags and papers. 

LEA^DEB. 

But you’ll want food. 


. DANDIN. 

There’s a refreshment stall. 

LEANDEB. 

Wliere will you sleep then,*father? 

DANDIN. 

On the beu(*h. 


LEANDEB. 

No, father ; you’d much better stay at home. 
Lie in your own bed, eat at your own table. 
Listen to reason, and let that persuade you ; 
And for your health — 


DANDIN. 

I like to be unwell. 

LEANDEB. 

You’re bad enough already. Take some rest : 
You’ll soon be nothing but mere skin and bones. 

DANDIN. 

Rest ? Would you have me rule myself by you V 
Think you a judge has nought to do but pace 
The streets like any fop, and make good cheer, 
Gambling by day, and dancing all the night ‘r 
!^o, money does not drop into one’s hands ; 

3ach of your ribbands costs me an award, 
fet you’re asham’d to be a judge’s son, 
l.nd'ape nobleman. Dandin, my friend, 
tee ihoancestral portraits on my walls, 
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All of them wearing the judicial r^bes; 

No other line is half so good ; compare 
A judge’s fees with what a marquis gets; 

Wait till the year’s end, and then count our gains. 

A nobleman’s no better than^ pillar 

Inside my hall ! The smartest swell among them 

Will stand there blowing on his frozen fingers, 

His nose close muffled, or a hand thrust down 
Into his pocket ; and to warm hiipself ^ 

He’ll turn my spit. That’s how they fare. Poor boy, 
Tour angel mother never taught you so. 

My Babonnette, I weep to think of her, 

How.not a single sitting she would miss. 

How all her life she never left my side, 

And took away fvll often Heav'n knows what : 

She would have rather pocketed the napkins 
The waiter brought, than gone home empty-handed, 
That’s how to raise a family ! Begone; 

You’re nothing but a fool. 

LEANDEB. 

You’ll soon catch cold 

If you stand there. Take him back, Petit- Jean, 

Put him to bed, shut every door and window, 

Making all fast, and keep your master warm. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

You must have stronger railings fix’d up there. 

DANDIN. 

What ! go to bed thus without legal forms ! 

First get an order sign’d how I’m to sleep. 

LEANDEB. 

Lie down at least, pending proceedings, father. 

DANDIN. 

I’ll go ; but mark me, to enrage you all 
1 will not sleep a wink. 
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LEANDBB. 

All well and good ! 

Don’t let him be alone. Stay, L’Intime. 




Scene 5. 

Leandeb, L’IntimA 


LEANDEB. 

I wish to have some words teith you in private. 
Fob’ 11 need a keeper next. 


LEAHDEB. 

I need one now. 

Alas, I’m quite as crazy as my father. 


l’intixA 

You want to judge ? 


LEAKDEB. 

{Pointing to IsabelWe dwelling,) 

Enough of mysteiy I 
You know that house tliere. 

^ ^ Now I understand you. 

*Tis early in the day to go a-courting. 

You want me to discuss Miss Isabelle ; 

Pve told you often she’s discreet and pretty ; 

But then consider Chicaneau, her father, 

Consumes in lawsuits well-nigh all her fortune. 

He auea each man he meets. I think he’ll bring 
All France before the bar ere he has done. 

He’s taken lodgings next door to his judge, 
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One would be always pleading, and’tlie other * 

Still on the bench ; nor will your case be settled 
Till he has sued you all, priest, lawyer, bridegrooi 

LEANPEB. 

I know’t os well as you; in spite of all 
I die for Isabelle. 

Well, marry her. 

You only have to speak, and it is done. 

LEAKD^R. 

Not quite so soon as you imagine. No, 

Her father is a Taftar, and I dread him. 

Unless you are an usher or attorney, 

One may not see his daughter. She, poor girl, 

Shut up at home, as in a prison, mourns 
While youth is spent in vain regrets, her portion 
In lawsuits, and my passion's flame in smoke. 

Yes, he will ruin her, if this goes on. 

Now don't you know some honest forger fellow 
Who'll serve his friend — ^for a consideration, — 

Some zealous bailifl ? 


l'intime. 


There are plenty of them ! 

LEANOBR. ' 

Still to be had ? 

L'lNTIMf. 


Ah, Sir, if my poor father 
Were yet alive, he'd be the man to suit you. 

He made more in one day, than would another 
In six months. On his wrinkled brow were writ 
His exploits. He’d have stopp'd a prince’s carriage. 
And taken him himself. He pocketed 
Nineteen of every twenty lashes given 
In the whole province. I'm my father's son ; ' 
How can I help you? 
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LEANDEB. 

You? 


Thau any bailiff. 


L^INflME. 

Ay, better, maybe, 


With a false writ? 


JiEANDEB. 

JYould you serve her father 


l’ijjtimb. 

H’m. 


LEANDEB. 

Give the girl a letter ? 
l’intimb. 

Both in my line. Why not ? 

LEANBEB. 

, , Hark! Someone call- 

We 11 think of this some other time. 


Scene 6, 

Chicaneau, Pktit-Jean. 

OHIGAKEAU {going away and then coming back). 

La Brie, 

Secure the house well, I shall soon return. 

^t no one mount the stairs while I’m away. 

^e that this letter’s sent by next mail southward. 
Go and choose three fine rabbits from the hutches, 

^ them this forenoon to my attorney. 

If his clerk comes, give him a glass ^of wine, 

And let him have that bag beside my window. 
f if that’s alL Oh ! should there call 
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A tall, thin man, — ^yon know him, serves as witness 
And swears for me at need — asking to see me, 

Tell him to wait. The judge I fear’s gone out, 

It*s nearly four. But I will knock. 

PETIT-JEAN {half-opening the door). 

Who’s there ? , 

CHICANEATT. 

I^wish to see your master. 

PETIT-JEAN {shutting the door). 

Not at home. 

chicJEneau {hnocJdng at the door). 

His secretary, can I speak a word to him ? 


No. 


PETIT-JEAN {shutting the door). 


CHiCANEAU {knocking again). 
Well, his porter ? 


My health. Sir. 


PETIT-JBAN. 

I am he. 

CHICANEAU. 

, Pray drink 


PETIT-JEAN {taMng m<mey). 

Much good may it do you ! 
{shutting the door). But 

Betum to-morrow. 

CHICANEAU. 

Give me back my money. 

In truth the world is getting sadly wicked. 

I’ve known the time when lawsuits gave no trouble ! 
Six crowns well spent would win me half-a-dozen. 

It seems to me my whole estate to-day 
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\ 

Would hardly be enough to bribe a porter. 

But 1 perceive the Countess of Piml^sche 
Approaches, surely on some pressing business. 


Scene 7. 

Xhe Countess, Chicaneau. 

CHICANEAU. 

Tfaere^s no admittance, Ma*am. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Didn’t I say so Y 

T faith my lackeys make me lose my senses. 

Slcold as I will, they won’t get up for me ; 

And all the household sleeps till I awake it. 

CHICANEAU. 

He must have told his servant to deny him. 

THE COUNTESS. 

I’ve tried to get a word with him these two days, 
But all in vain. 

CHICANEAU. 

My adversary’s strong, 

And makes me fear. 

THE COUNTESS. 

After my treatment, you, Sir, 

Must not complain. 

CHICANEAU. 

Bight’s on my side, however. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Ah f what injustice ! 
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CHICAKBAu/ 

I appeal to you, Ma*am. 

THE COUXTEB8. 

Sir, you should know the shameful treachery — 

^HICANEAU. 

A trivial cause at bottom — 

THE COUNTESS. 

Let me tell you — 

CHICANEAU. 

The facts are these. Some twenty years ago 
A certain donkey cross’d a field of mine. 

Boil’d in the grass, and did a lot of damage ; 

Against him then 1 lodged an information. 

Had him arrested, and an arbitrator 
Named. At two trusses he assess’d the damage 
Done to the hay. A year pass’d by, and then 
I found myself non-suited, and appeal’d. 

They sued upon the judgment, till the case 
Came on for hearing. — Madam, mark this well — 
Drolichou — let me tell you he’s no fool, — 

Gets, at some cost, a judgment on request. 

And 80 1 gain my case. What happens then ? 

The IrickUer on his side stops execution. 

Meanwhile another incident occurs ; 

Defendant’s fowl invades the self-same meadow, — 

Order of Court to draw up a report 
Of how much hay a hen can eat a day, — 

Added to previous case. » Things being thus 
“ In statu quo,” the hearing is referr’d 
To April eighth or ninth, year fifty-six. 

I take fresh action, furnish and proems 
?ieas, declarations, aiguments, and warrants, 

• £x])erts' reports,, injunctions, writs of error, 

' Btatements of grievance, and fresh evidence, 

With afiidavit», royal letters patent. 
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And cQ^‘atations. Tliftn a dozen rulea, 

And writs are issued ; we produce new proofs, 

And replicationa follow. Judgment giv*n, — 

I lose toy case with costs — three hundred pounds 
To p^v ! Is that the justicxi of the law ? 

And after twenty years ! Pve one resource left ; 

The Court of Chancery is open to me. 

I won't give in. But you, as I j>erceive, • 

Have a suit pending ? • 

THE COUNTESS. 

Tyould to Heav’n I had ! 

CHICANEAU, 

I’ll burn my boats ! 

THE COUNTESS. 

CHXCANBAU. 

. „ . Pay three hundred pounds I 

All for a truss or two of hay ! 

' THE COUNTESS. 

My lawsuits 

lave all been stopp'd, tho' there were only left 
'our or five little ones — against my husband, 
ly father, and my children. Oh ! the pity of it ! t 
bey spared no dirty trifk that could be thought of. 
or w^ that all ; they've got a judge’s order 
y which I am restrain’d, — my food and clothing 
•ovided me, — from going to law again. 

CHICANEAU. 

om going to law ? 


THE COUNTESS. 

Yes, Sir, from going to law. 


monstrous ! 


CHICANEAU. 
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[act r. 


THE COUNTGISS. 

Sir, I’m driyen to despair. 

CHICANEATT. 

To tie the liands of such a noble lady ! 

But the allowance, Madam, is it large ? 

t 

THE COUNTERS. 

’Twould keep me very comfortably. Sir., 

But life is worthless without going to law. 

CHICANEAU. 

Shall knaves then eat us up, body and soul, 

And we say nothing V Tell me, please, how loug 
It is since you began. 

THE COUNTESS. 

I can’t remember, 

^Tis thirty years or more. 

CHIOANEAU. 

Tliat’s not so long. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Alas ! 

CHICANBAU. 

* *And what may be your age,? Tour looks 
Seem young. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Some sixty years. 


To plead in courts. 


CHICANBAU. 

Just the right age 


THE COUNTESS. 

Let them go on ! They’ll find 
They have not seen the end of me. I’ll sell 
The last stitch off my back sooner than yield. 
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CHIOANEAir. 

Listen ! I'll tell you what you ought to do. 

THE ^OUNTESS. 

I trust you. Sir, as if you were my father. 

CHICANBAU.* 

I'd have you ^e my jifdge, — 

« 

THE COUNTESS. 

♦ Yes, Sir, I'll go. 

CHICANEAU. 

Cast yourself at his feet, — 


I'm quite resolved. 


THE COUNTESS. 

Yes, there I'll fall. 


CHICANEAU. 

Be kind enough to hear me. 


THE COUNTESS. 

Yes. yes, you comprehend my situation. 

CHICANEAU. 

Have you done, Madam ? 

THE COUNTESS. 

Yes. 


2C3 


And without ceremony — 


CHICANEAU. 

Then seek my judge. 


THE COUNTESS. 

Ah, how good 


You are 1 
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[act j. 

CHICAKSAU. 

^ If still you speak, I must be silent, 

THE COUNTESS. 

^Yoii overpower me with gratitude. 

CHICANEAU. 

Get access to my judge, and say — 

THE COUNTESS. 

Yes. 


GHICANEAU. 

You are again ! Say to him : Sir— 

THE COUNTESS. 


There 


Yes, Sir. 


Tie me — 


CHICANEAU. 


THE COUNTESS. 

I won't be tied. 


CHICANEAU. 

What stuff and nonsense I 

THE COUNTESS. 

I say I won’t. 

CHICANEAU. 

You have strange fancies, Madam. 

THE COUNTESS. 


CHICANEAU. 

Wait till you have heard me out. 


No, never. 
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0 

THE COUNTESS. 

1*11 go to law, QT know the reason why. 

, CHICANEAU. 

But— 

THE COUNTERS. 

But I’ll never let them tie me, Sir— 

CHICANEAU. 

When once a woman’s head has got a craze— 

THE COUNTESS. 

Crazy yourself ! 

CHICANEAU. 

Madam ! 


THE COUNTESS. 

Tie me, indeed ! 

CHICANEAU. 

Madam ! 

THE COUNTESS. 

The fellow grows impertinent. 

' CHICANEAU. 

But, Madam, 

THE COUNTESS. 

Bascal, with his dirty trickst 

Advising me ! 

CHICANEAU. 

Madam! 


THE COUNTESS. 

With all his talk 

About a donkey ! Qo, and watch your hay. 
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[iCTI. 
/ 

CHICANBA.T7. 

This is too much ! 

THB COUNTESS. 

Foci! 

<iHICANEAU. 

c 

Oh, for mtnessesl 


Scene 8.* 

PETIT-jEANf THE CoUNTESS, ChICANEAU, 
PETIT-JEAN. 

A pretty row they’re making at our door ! 

Go, and raise storms of this sort farther off. 

CHICANEAU. 

Be witness, Sir — 

THE COUNTESS. 

This gentleman’s a fool. 

CHICANEAU. 

You hear her ; pray remember that expression, 

PETIT- JEAN (to the Countess), 

You oughtn’t to say that. 

THE COUNTESS. 

He’s a fine fellow 

To call me crazy ! 

PETIT-JEAN. 

Crazy ! That was wrong. 

Why do you call her names ? 
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That I was giving her. 


'\3HICANBAir. 

*Twas good advice. 


PETIT-JEAN. 

Oh, indeed ! 

1 

THE COUNTESS. 


Should get tied up"! 


That I 


All that I had to say. 


PETIT-JEAN. 

Pie, Sir 1 

CHICANEAU. 

She would not hear 
PBTIT-JBAN. 

Pie, Ma’am I 


THE COUNTESS.. 


To be abused by him ? 


Am I 


CHICANEAU. 

A scold ! 

« 

PETIT-JEAN. 

Peace 

THE COUNTESS. 

CHICANEAU. 

yTho dares not go to law ! 

THE COUNTESS. 

^ ^ What’s that to you ? 

Abotoioable swindler, meddler, thief ! 


Villain! 
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Stop, stop ! 


bacike’s works, 
petit-jean. 


[aOT 1 


CHICANEAU. 

Why that beats %11 ! Ten thousand devils \ 
Bailiffs! police! 

i;^E COUNTESS. 

Oh, for a constable I ^ 

PETIT-JE VN. • 

f 

They must be all tied up, plaintiffs and judge. 


ACT II. 

Scene 1. 

Lbandeb, L’Intime. 
l’intim>:. 

I can’t do everything ; there’s one stroke more 
Needed ; and you must play the magistrate. 

If I*m the officer. If you’ll but don 
A gown and follow in my steps, you’ll find 
MeOiUs to hold converse. Change that auburn wig. 
These people do not know of your wcistence, 

And when they come to wait upon your father. 

Day will have scarcely dawn’d. You’ve cause to praise 
That precious Countess whom my lucky star 
’ Brought just when she was wanted. Seeing me. 

She fell into the trap, and bade me serve 

A writ on Chicaneau, and summon him 

Before the Court for certain words of his, , ^ 

Whereby he wish’d to make her pass for mad. 

Too mad to be at large, with other insults ^ 

Such as are wont to garnish writs of slander. 

: But you say nothing of my fine get up. 

Don’t I look like a sheriff’s officer ? . ? 
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Ay, that you do ! 


LEAKDEB. 

l’intimb. 


I can’t tl^nk how it is, 

1 feel^’m twenty times the man I was. 

Well, here’s the writ, and here, Sir, is your letter 
Miss Isabelle shall have it, that 1 premise. 

But if you’d ha\e this nvLrriage contract sign'd, 
You must present yourself without delay. 

Pretend to make inquiries on the matter. 

While making love under her father’s nose. 


LEANDEB. 

Don’t let the writ change places with tht* letter 


l’intime. 

No, He shall have the writ, and she the “ billot ” 
Go in. 

(L’Intimj^ goes and knocks at Isabelle’s door ) 


Scene 2. 

Isabelle, L’Intime. 


ISABELLE. 

Who knocks ? • 

l’ihtim^. 

A friend. 

(Aside,) The voice is hors, 

’Tis Isabelle. 

ISABELLE. 

Who is it, Sir, you want ? 

L’llTTIMi. 

T haTe a little writ here ; grant me, please, 

The honour, Miss, of serving it on you. 
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baginb’s wobkb. 

ISABELLE. 

>lBxcti8e me* Sir, I cannot understand it ; 

Mjr father will be here soon ; speak to hiin. 

L’lNTfilfl^. 

Is he not then within, Hiss? 

ISABELLE.^ ^ 

No, he’s not. 
l’intime. 

The warrant, Miss, is made out in jour name. 

ISABELLE. 

Tou, doubtless, take me, Sir, for someone else. 

I never went to law, but know its cost ; 

And if the world loved it no more than I do. 

You and your like would need some new employment. 
Farewell. 

l’intim^. 

But, pray, allow — 

ISABELLE. 

m allow nothing. 
l’intime. 

This is no writ. 

ISABELLE. 

Nonsense ! 

l’intime. 

It is a letter. 

ISABELLE. 

l’intime. 

But read it. 


That’s worse. 
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ISABELLE. 

No, you shall not catch me. 


L’lJTTIMi. 

The gentleman who wrote it was — 


ISABELLE. 


Farewell, Sir. 


Leander. 


l*intim£. 


ISABELLE. 

Not so loud. Who, did yoif say ? 
l’intim^. 

It’s hard to make her Usten ; faith, T’m now 
Quite out of breath. 

ISABELLE. 

Oh, pardon my surprise ; 

L’Intime, give it. 

l’intime, 

Tou’d have slamm’d the door 

^ight in my face. 

ISABELLE. 

Who would have known 'twas you 
In this disguise ? Give it. 

L’iNTIMi. 

I like politeness. 


Please, give it. 


ISABELLE. 

l’intihe. 
What a plague ! 
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ISABELLE. 

Don't give it then. 

Go, take your letter with you. 

L'iNTIitE. 

You shall have it. 

But next time don't yo!?i be in such a hurry. 


, Scene 3. 

Chicaneatt, Isabel^jE, L'Intime. 

GHICANEAir. 

Yes, yes ; she ealPSl me fool and thief. I’ve charged 
A sheri^s officer to take my thanks. 

And I’ll soon serve her with a dainty dish. 

I should be vex’d were I obliged to send 
A second time, or if she she sued me first. 

But who is this man talking to my daughter ? 

She reads a letter : it must be a lover's. 

I will go near. 

ISABELLE. 

Shall I believe your master ? 

Is he sincere ? 

l’intim^. 

He cannot sleep o’ nights, 

No more than your papa ; he’ll — ® 

(perceiving Chicanbait.) 

Make you see 

How those gain nought who go to law with him. 

ISABELLE (j96rC6tmB^ ChIOANBAU). 

My father ! 

(To L’Intime.) 

You may teU them, if they sue, 

I can defend myself. 

(Tearing the letter,) 

Stay, look you, thus 
^ A treat the writ you bring me. 
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'CHICANBAU. 

What ig this ? 

It was a writ that she was reading then. 

She’ll yet dp credit to her family. 

And hold her own ! Come my arms, my child ! 
m buy you “ The Complete Guide to the Law.” 

But — ^hang it all — writs shouldn’t fcb tom up. 

isabelIe (to L’Intim^). 

I fear them not, and you may say as much : 

Ay, let them do their worst : it won’t disnlease me. 

GHICANEAU. 

Don’t vex yourself, my dear. 

ISABELLE (to L’InTIMI^). 

Good day, Sir. 


Scene 4. 


Chicaneau, L’Intime. 


l’intim]^ (jpreparifig to write), 
I must draw up a statement. 


Now then, 


<!HICANEAr, 

Sir, excuse her : 

She’s ignorant ; and I can piece together 
These fragments, if you’ll kindly wait a moment. 

{ 

l’intimA 

No. 

GHICANEAU. 

£ shall soon decipher it. 

l’intim^. 

m help you* 

£ye got another copy. 
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[act II 


# 

CHIOANEATT. 

Most obliging, 

Fm sure ! Somehow, the more I look at you 
The less I’m able to recall youj face, r , 

Tho’ I know heaps of bailiffs. 

l’intime. 

Make inquifies. 

I’m not a bad hand at my little jobs. • 

f 

CHICANEAU. 

May be. Who sent you ? 

l’intime. 

A distinguish’d lady, 

Who much esteems you, and with all her heart 
Desires you to come, at my request. 

And say one word by way of reparation. 

CHICANEAU. 

Of reparation ? I have injured no one. 

l’intim]^. 

I well believe it, Sir ; you are too good. 

^ ^ CHICANEAU. 

What do you want then ? 

l’intim^. 

She would have you, Sir, 
Do her the honour, before witnesses, 

Of owning her possess’d of sound good sense. 

CHICANEAU. 

Good gracious ! ’Tis my Countess ! 

l’intiue. 


At your service I 
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CHICANBAtT. 

Gire her my best respects. 

l’intime. 

\ thank you. Sir. 

CHICANEAU. 

Tes, pray assure her I have sent a bailiff 
To satisfy her claims as she deserves. 

What ! Is the injured party to be punish’d? 

Let’s see what song she sinj^s. H’ln — “ The sixteenth 
Of January, for having falsely said, 

Prompted by evil motives, that the high 
' And noble dame, the Ooimtess of Pimbesche, 

Ought to be kept in durance as insane, 

Be't now declared th’ above named Jeremy 
Shall straightway to th’ aforesaid lady’s house 
Betake himself, and before witnesses 
Not less than four, besides a notary, 

In a clear voice acknowledge her sound judgment.” 
Sign’d, Good.” Is he your sheriff ? 


(Aside.) 

; I’ll face it out in brazen impudence. 

'CHICANEAU. 


At your service. 


I never saw a writ sign’d “ Good ” before. 
Who’s Mr. Good ? 


l’intim^. 

Sir? 


CHICANEAXJ. 

I say you’re a rogue. 

Ii’lHTIMi. 

I beg your pardon. I’m an honest man. 
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CHXCAKEAXr. . ^ 

The most consummate knave ’tween this and Borne. 
l’intime. 

’Tis not for me to contradict Sir : 

But you will have to pay for defamation. 

CHICANEAU. 

Pay ? Yes, with blows. 

^ l’intim^. 

You ?.re too gentle, Sir ; 

You’ll pay me in good coin. 

CHICANEAU. 

My head will burst 
If he goes on. Take that ! 

l’intime. 

A box on th’ ear ! 

I’ll write it down, ** that the said Jeremy, 

With other outrages, struck me, a bailiff ; 

And thereby knock’d my hat into the mud.” 

CHICANEAU {giving him a hick ). 

Take that, too ! 

l’intime. 

‘ ^ Thanks. As good^as ready money ! 

I want some badly. ‘‘ Not content with that, 

Follow’d it up by giving me a kick.” 

Bravo ! “ Moreover, the aforesaid Jeremy 
Tried, in a rage, to tear this present statement.” 

Oome, my dear Sir, this goes on splendidly. 

Don’t stop. 

CHICANEAU. 

You rascal ! 

l’intimir. 

Do just what you please. 

'/Give me the stick next, if you would oblige me. 
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CEZOANBitr (holding ujp a tiiek). 

Yes, that 1 will, and see if you’re a bailiff. 

t’lNTiui^ (preparing to write). 

• * 9 

Quick, hit me then. I have four hungry children. 

CHICAITEXX;. 

Forgive me ! jcn’re a bailiff, sure enough; 

But the most clever man may be deceived. 

I wrong’d you sadly, but will make amends : 

Yes, you’re a bailiff. Sir, a ^borough bailiff. 

Your hand: such men as you have my respect ; 

And my late father always brought me up 
In the fear of Heav’n, and of bailiffs. Sift 

L’iNTIMi. 

No, you don’t beat me on such easy terms. 

CHICAKBAU. 

Don’t draw up a complaint. Sir 1 
l’intime. 

Words of insult, 

A stick raised, ears box’d, and a kick ! 


CHICABEAU. 

t 

Oive them me back, please. 


Nay, rather 


I’lHTIMB. 

• ■ They are far too precious ; 

I wbWdn’t part with them for fifty pounds. 
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[act II. 


Scene 5. 

Lbakdeb {dressed as a magis^ate), Chicanba^, L’Intime. 

L*INTIME. 

Here comes his Worship, in the nick of time : 

Your presence. Sir, is just what we requii^. 

This gentleman has made me a small present. 

And giv’n me a tremendous box on th’ ear. 

leanAeb. 

What you, Sir ? 

c l’intime. 

Me, I say. 7/em, a kick ; 

Besides the names that he bestows on me. 

LEANBEB. 

And have you witnesses ? 

l’intime. 

Put your hand here. Sir : 

Feel how my ear and cheek are tingling still. 

LEANDEB. 

Ha ! Taken in the act ! assault and battery f 

CHICANEAU. 

I’m in a nasty fix ! 

l’intime. 

His daughter, too, 

At least she said she was, tore up my writ, 

Saying she was pleased to get it, and defied us 
To do our worst. 

LEANDEB (to L’InTIMiS). 

Then bring the daughter here. 

They seem a contumacious family. 
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« CHICANEAI7 (astde). 

These people must most surely have bewitch’d me : 
May I be hang’d if I know one of them ! 

leaI^ydeb. 

Assault a bailiff ! Here’s the little pbeL 


Scene 6. 

Leandeb, Isabelle^ Chicaneau, L’Intim^. 

l’intime (to Isabelle'^. 

D* you recognize him ? 


LEANDEB. 

Well, Miss, so it’s you 
Who just now treated with supreme contempt 
Our officer, and haughtily defied us. 

Tour name, please. 

ISABELLE. 

Isabelle. 


Tour age ? 

Eighteen. 

But that’s no matter. 


LEANDEB. 

So. Write it down. 

ISABELLE. 

CHICANEATT. 

In fact a little more ; 


LEANDEB. 

Say, have you a husband ? 


Na, Sir. 


ISABELLE. 
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LEANDEB. , 

You’re laughing? Write down that she laugh’d. 

CHICANEAU. ^ 

Don’t talk of husbands, Sir, to girls like her ; 

You’ve nought to do with family affairs. 

a 

LEANDEB. • i 

Write that he interrupted. • 

r 

CHICANJ^AU. 

Nay, I did not 

Intend to do so. Isabelle, take care 
What you say next. 

LEANDEB. 

Pray don’t alarm yourself. 

We do not wish to vex you ; answer freely. 

Did not this bailiff here hand you a paper 
Just now? 

ISABELLE. 

That’s right, Sir. 

CHICANEAU. 

Gocd, and so he did, 

LEANDEB. 

And did you dare to tear it up unread ? 

ISABELLE. 

I read it. Sir. 

CHICANEAU. 

Ha! good again. 

LEANDEB {to L’InTIM£), 

jv Write on. 

{To Isabelle.) 

What made you tear it ? 
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^ ISABELLE. 

Sir, I was afraid 
My father would take it to heart too much, 

And its pei^isal might inflame his wrath. 

CHICANEATT. 

And you're the girl so frighten’d at the Law ! 

Mere mischief. * • 

• LBANDEE. 

So you did not tear the paper 
In scorn, or in contempt o^ those who sent it 
To you 

ISABELLE. 

I’ve neither anger nor contempt 

For them. 

LEANDEE (io L’InTIM^). 

Write that down. 

CHICAKEAU. 

She takes after me ; 

She answers very well. 


LEAHDEB. 

You show, however, 

An evidtent contempt f<jr men of law. 

ISABELLE. 

A lawyer's gown used to offend my eyes. 

But t£at aversion now grows somewhat less. 

CHlCAHEAtr. 

I^at's right, my child I You shall be married well, 
And . at no distant date — if it costs nothing. 

LEANDBB. 

Yo\x ihen consent to meet the claims of justice ? 
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[act n. 


ISABELLE. 

Sir, m do anytliing to give you pleasure. ^ 

l’intime. ^ 

Sir, make her sign her name tft that. 

LEANDEB. 

Will you 

Confirm your promise when occasion serves ? 

* ISABELLE. 

You may trust Isabelle to keep*her word. 

LEANDEB. 

Sign then. That’s well, justice is satisfied. 
There now, will you, Sir, add your name ? 


CHICANEAXT. 

I sign, without a look, to all she says. 


With pleasure : 


LEABTDEB {aside to Isabelle). 

All has gone well. Success smiles on my wishes ; 
He signs a marriage contract in due form, 

And his own hand will prove his condemnation. 

, ^ CHiCANEAU {aMe), 

What is he saying to her P Charmed no doubt 
With her good sense. 

LEANDEB. 

Farewell. Be ever wise. 
As you are fair. My man, escort her home. 
Come, Sir. 

CHICANEAU. 

Where now ? 


LEANDEB. 

Where I shall lead you, Sr. 
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C^IOANBAXT. 

But where ? * 

LEANDES. 

You*ll soon know. In the King’s name, come. 

CHICANEAU. 

What’s this ? 


Scene 7. 

Leandeb, Chicanbau, Petit-Jean. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

I say, has anybody seen 

My master ? Which way went he ? By the door, 
Or window? 

LEANDEB. 

Don’t tell me ! 

PETIT-JEAN. 

His son is Tanish’d ; 

And for the father, deuce knows where he is. 

He kept on telling me he wanted “ spices ; ” 

I, like a simpleton, ran to the pantry. 

To find the pepper-box ; and he, meanwhile, 
Bolted. 


Scene 8. 

pANDiN (at a garret window on the roo/), Leandeb, 
Chicaneaxj, L’Intim^, Petit-Jban. 

BANDIN. 

Peace I Silence in the Court, I say. 

LEANDEB. 

Good Heayens ! 
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[act II. 


PBTIT-JBAlf. 

Look, he’s up there on l^he gutter. 

DANDIN. f 

Pray, who are you ? What iS your business, Sirs ? 
Who are these gownsmen ? Are you barristers ? 
Speak. ^ * 

PETIT-JBAy. 

Ton will see, he’s going to judge the oats. 

« 

DANDIN. 

« 

II you have not yet seen my secretary. 

Ask him if he has told me of your case. 

t 

LKANDBB. 

I must get hold of him, and bring him down. 

Keep your eyes, bailiff, on your prisoner. 

PBTIT-JBAN. 

Ho, you Sir ! 

LEANDBR. 

Silence, if you love your life, 

And follow me. 


Scene 9- 

« 

The Countess, Dandin, Chicanbau. L’Intim^. 

DANDIN. 

Quick, what is your petition P 

CHICANBAU. 

Without your order I have been arrested. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Oood jpucious ! Is that he among the garrets S 
TVhat is he doine there P 
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l*intim£. 

Hearing petitions. 

Now is your chafice. 

CHICANEAU. 

Sir, having been assaulted. 

And grievously maltreated, I come Ijere 
To make complaint to you. 

THE COUNTESS. 

As I do ais<^. 

t 

CHICANEAU AND THE COUNTESS. 

You see before you the offending party. 

l’intzm^2. 

*Faith, I will introduce my grievance too. 

THE COUNTESS, CHICANEAU, AND Ii’lNTTM K. 

Sir, Tve a little writ to bring before you. 

CHICANEAU. 

Let us in turn prefer our several claims. 

THE COUNTESS. 

His claim, indeed ! All that he says is falsehood. 

* DANDIN. 

What wrongs have you sustain’d ? 

THE COUNTESS, CHICANEAU, AND l’iNTIMI^. 

The grossest slanders. 

L^INTiaii. 

And blows, Sir ; which is more than they can say. 

CHICANEAU. 

One of your nephews is my cousin. Sir. 
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THE COUKTeAs. 

Hj case is known to Father Cordon, Sir. 


L INTIME. 


Sir, I’m the bastard of your sturgeon -barber. 


And what are you ? 


THE COUNTESS. 

A Countess. 


L’lNTftf^. 


I’m a bailiff. 


And I a burgess. 


CHICANEAU. 


OANDiN (retiring from the garret windov^ on the roof). 
Speak, I hear you all. 


CHICANEAU. 


l’iNTIM]^. 

Look you there ! He has giv’n us the slip. 


THE COUNTESS. 


CHICANEAIf. 


What’s this ? Is the Court closed already ? 
I’ve not had time to say two words to him. 
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Scene 10. 


Iba^db* Qm hnger dressed at a magistrate) 
the CohhtIisb, L’Intimk. ’ 


Chicaneait, 


leandeb. 

Be kind enouglPto leavef us now in ])eac‘e. 

CUICANBAir. 

Mayn’t I come in. Sir? 


leaitdeb. 

Not while I’m alive. 
CHICANBAO. 

Why so ? I shall not occupy an hour ; 

Ur two, at most. 

LSAKDEB. 

There’s no admittance, Sir. 


THE COUNTESS. 

S *** brawler, 

LEANDEB. 

You cannot be ’admitted. Madam. 


Yes, Sir, I will. 


THE COUNTESS. 
LEANDEB. 

Doubtful. 


THB COUNTESS. 

rm sure of it. 

LEANDEB. 

How ? Thro* a window ? 
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THE COUNTESS. 

Thro’ the door. 

LEANDER. 

We’ll see. 

^ CHICANEATT, 

If I muU do so. I’ll stay here till midnight. 


Scetie 11. 

Leandee, Chicaneau, the Countess, L’Intimk, 
Petit- Jean. 

PETIT-JEAN (to LbaNDER). 

No one will hear him now, do what he will. 

I’ve put him in a room close to the cellar. 

LEANDER. 

Oue word will do as well as will a hundred. 

You cannot see my father. 

OHICANEAU. 

Oh, indeed ! 

What if I say I must ? And that’s the truth. 

® c (Dandin shows himself at the air-hole of the cellar.) 
But look, Heav’n sends him to our aid once more ! 

LEANDER. 

Up from the cellar ! 

PETIT-JEAN. 

Surely he’s possess’d. 
chicaneau. 

Sir — 

DANDIN. 

But for you and your impertinence 
I should not be in here. 
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CHXOAfiTEAU. 

Sir — 


Don’t bother. 


DANDIN. 

Go away, 


CHICANEAU 

•Will yotl. Sir— 


DANDIK. 

• You split my heaa. 


CHICAKEAU. 

Tve given orders — 

DANBIN. 

Hold your tongue, I tay. 

CHICANEAU. 

That there be sent you — 

DANDIN. 

Take him off to ])risou. 


A cask of wine. 


CHICAHEAU. 

DANDIir. 

Pshaw ! ril have none of it. 


Excellent muscat. 


CHICANEAU. 

DANDIN. 

Please, repeat your case. 


LEAKDEB (to L’InTIME). 
We must encompass them on all sides. 


THE COUNTESS, 

Sir, 

Kbthing but lies is what you’ll hear from him. 
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CHlOANEAlrf 
Sir, His Ihe truth, I say. 

DANDIN. 

Zounds, let her speak. 

(7HE COUNTESS. 

Pray, h^r me, Sir. 

DANDIN. 

, Allow me to take l>reath. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Sir— 

DANDIN. 

I feel suffockted. 

THE COUNTESS. 

Pleare, look here. 

DANDIN. 

Shell be the death of me. 

CHICANEAU. 

You drag me down ! 

Take care. Pm falling. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

‘ Both, upon my word. 

Have fallen in the cellar. ‘ 

LEANDEB. 

Ply there, quick ! 

IJun to their help. But I intend, at least, 

How Chicaueau’s inside, to keep him there 
Till morning. L'Intimc, take care of him. 

lHntihe. 

The air*hole must be watched. 

LEANDEB.. 

Go, PIl do that. 
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Seem 12. 

The Cocntess, Leakdbb. 

I 

THE COUNTESS. 

The wretch will prepossess him in his favour. 

{8h^ apeaka through the cellar air-hole,) 
Pray, believe nothing that he tells you, Sir ; 

He is a liar, and has no witnesses. 

leAnbeb. 

What’s that you say to them? They may be dying 
For aught we know. 

THE COUNTESS. 

He’ll make him swallow all 
He chooses. Let me enter. 

LEANDER. 

No, you shan’t. 

THE COUNTESS. 

I see the muscat wine works upon you, 

As much as on your father’s inclination. 

Patience, I will protest in legal form 
Against the judge, also/igainst the cask. 

LEANBEB. 

Go then» and let us have a little peace. 

What fools ! I never met such company. 
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Scene 13. 

DaMDIN, LbABDBB, L’lHTIHi. 
L’lBTlMi. 

Where a^-e you running, Sir ? You’ll hurt yourself, 
Limping along like that. ^ 

c 

, BANDIN. 

I want to judge. 

LEANDER. 

No, father ; you iftust let your wounds be dress’d. 
Quick, fetch a surgeon. 


BANBIN. 

Bring him into Court. 


Stop, father, stop ! 


LEANDEB. 

BANDIN. 


Oh ! I can see what’s up ; 
You mean to make of me just what you please. 
Casting off filial reverence and regard ; 

You will not let me judge a single case. 

Have ^one, and take this bag ; be quick. 


LEANBEB. 

There, gently. 

My father. We must find some compromise. 

If judging is your only joy in life. 

And you feel bound to sit upon the Bench, 

There is no need to leave your house for that ; 

Fulfil your favorite oflBce here with us. 


BANDIN. 

Don’t ridicule a judge’s dignity : 

I do not wish to be a dummy, Sir. 
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* LEANDBB. 

Nay, you shall jjidge, and that without appeal. 

In civU causes as in criminal. 

Tou can hcj^d sittings twice a day, and all 
That*passes in our midst brought before you. 
A servant brings a dirty glass, — you fine him ; 

Or if he breaks one, you award a wUlpping. 

BANDIN. 

That’s something. It deserves fonsideration. 

But who’s to pay me for my services ? 

LEANDER. 

Their wages will be your security. 

DANBIN. 

Tliat's to the point. Your scheme seems feasible. 

LEANDBB. 

And as regards a neighbour — 


Scene 14. 

Dandin, Leandeb, L’Intime, Petit-Jean. 


•petit- JEAN. 

Stop, there ! Catch him 


LEANDEB (to L’InTIME). 

Ah ! Have you let my prisoner escape ? 

l’intime. 

No fear of that. 

petit-jean. 

I am undone — your dog — 
Ginger — has just run off with a fat capon. 

And eaten it. One can keep nothing from him. 
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lbandbb/ 

0 

Good, here’s a case for him to try. Help j Bun ! 

All join in the pursuit, and catch the thief. 

DANl^N. 

No noise. Arrest th’ offender quietly. 

^ LEANDEB. 

’This household roblMjr must be judged severely. 

And made a notable example, father. * 

DAWDIN. 

e 

With due formalities I wish th’ affair 
To be conducted, with opposing counsel ; 

And there are none. 

IiEANDEB. 

Well, we must make some then. 
There are your porter and your secretary ; 

They will prove first-rate advocates, I fancy j 
They’re very ignorant. 

l’intime. 

Oh, not at all, Sir; 

I’ll send him fast asleep as well as any. 


fetit-jean. 

Don’t expect much from me, for 1 know nothing. 

- ^ f 

LEANDEB. 

This is your first case. We’ll prepare it for you. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

But 1 can’t read. 


LEANDEB. 

Then you shall have a prompter. 

DANDIN. 

. Let’s go, and make us ready. We must close 
Our eyes to bribes, our ears to all corruption. 

You, Master Petit-Jean, are for the plaintiff ; 

And Master L’intime for the defendant. 
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ACT III. 

8(kne 1 . 

Lbandee, Chicaneau, TH%! Fbompteb. 
\JHICANEAIT. 

Yes, Sir, ^twas thus, I say, they treated me. 

1 knew not either magistrate or tipstaff. 

'Tis true, each word I speak. 

LEANDEB. 

Yes, I believe you ; 

But were I you, I’d let the matter drop ; 

You should not drive them to extremities, 

Or you will do yourself more harm than them. 

You've spent three quarters of your whole estate 
Already, Sir, in stuffing lawyers' bags ; 

And in a vain pursuit that only harms you — 

CHICANEAU. 

Indeed, you give me excellent advice, 

And I intend, ere long, to profit by it. 

But, first, I emve your kindly offices. 

Since your good father will give audience soon 
To suitors, I will fetch my daughter hither ; 

Let her be question’d, she will speak the truth, 

And answer better than myself can do. 

LEANDEB. 

Go then ; when you come back, you shall hare justice. 


Queer fellow, this ! 


THE PBOHFTEB. 
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Scene 2. 

Leandeb, the Peomptee. < 
c 

LEANDEE. 

t 

c My scheme’s perhaps a strange oiio ; 
But my poor father’s craze is desperate, ^ 

And we must get up something to deceive him. 

I have another purpose, too, and wish 
This madman, so outrageously ^tigious, 

To lose his suit. But here come all our people. 


Scene 3. 

Dandin, Leandee. and Petit- Jean ((heesed 

as advocates), the Peomptee. 

DANDIN. 

Pray, who are you? 


LEANDEB. 

These are the advocates. 

DANDIN {to the Prompttr), 
And yoft ? , 

THE PEOMPTEE. 

I come f assist their memories. 


I see. And you ? 


DANDIN. 

LEANDEE. 

I represent the public. 


Begin then. 


DANDIN. 

THE PEOMPTEE. 

Gentlemen — 
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^ETIT-JEAN. 

• Don’t speak so loud ; 

For, if you prompt like that, they can’t hear me. 

Gentlemen — 

DA^DIN. 

Put your cap on. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

• Oh, my lord — 

BANDIN. 

Put on your cap, I say. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

I know my ph^ce. 

DANDIN. 

Don’t put it on, then. 

PETIT- JEAN {pviiing on his cap). 

Gentlemen — 

(Tn the Prompter.) 
Be quiet; 

I know the first part of my speech all right. 

Gentlemen, when I carefully observe 
The mutability of mundane matters. 

And see amidst the various tribes of men 
Not one fix’d star, but many wandering orbs ; 

When I behold the Cae^sars and their greatness ; 

When I behold the sun, and view the moon ; 

When I behold the rule of Babybonia ^ 

Pass from the Serpians ^ to the Nacedonians ; * 

When I see Lome * change from prespotic * i>ow’r 
To memocratic,^ thence to monarchy ; 

When I survey Japan — 

l’intimk. 

When will the fellow 

Have done surveying ? 

* Babylonia. • Persians. ® Macofloniana 

* Itome. * Despotic. • Democratic. 
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PBTIT-JBAN.* 

C 

Why this iaterruption ? 

1 11 say no more. 

DAKDIN. 

You meddlifig advocate, 

Why can’t you let him finish his exordium ? 

I was qujte feverish with desire to hear 
, How from Japan he’d come back ty his cappn, 
When you thrust in your frivolous remark. 
Counsel, proceed. 

PBTIT-JBAN. 

Ah, now I’ve lost the thread. 

• LEANBBB. 

Courage ! Go on, you’ve made a fine beginning ; 
But why d’ you let your arms hang at your side 
Like that, and stand stock still like any statue ? 
Come, rouse yourself, and show a little life. 

PBTiT-jEAir {moving hie arms up and down) 
When — ^when I see — I see — 

I.SAHDXB. 

Say what you see. 

, ^ PETIT-JXAN. 

Zounds, I can't hunt two hares at odce, you know 

^ THE PBOUFTEB. 

We read— 

PETIT-JEAM. 

We read — 


THE PBOUPTXB. 


Eh? 


[act nr. 


PETIT'JEAH. 
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tiIb pbomptee. 
ThAt the metempsy 


— chosis — 


PBTIT-JEAN. 

iThe Metempsy- 
the pbompteb^ 


Stop. 


f tETIT-JBAir. 

The chosis — 

THE PBOMPrEB. 

Donkey ! 

PETIT-JEAN. 

Donkey. 

THE PBOMPTEB. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

THE PBOMPTEB. 


Silly idiot ! 


Dolt. 


Stop! 


PETIT-JEAN. 

Silly idiot. 

THE PBOMPTEB. 

Dolt! 

PETIT-JEAN. 

THE PBOMPTEB. 

Phi^e upon you I 

PETIT-JEAN. 

_ • , Plague upon yourself! 

Dook at that fellow with his lantern jaws ! 

Go to the deuce ! 


^oll me the facts. 


DANDIN. 

And you, come to the point; 
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PETIT-JBAlrt 

C 

Why beat about the bush ? 
They make me talk in words a fathom long, 

111 words that reach from here to Jericho. 

For my part I’ve no need of such ado 
In saying that a mastiff stole a capon, 

(Indeed there’s nothiij<g that he won’t run off with,) 
And ate' it up, — ^the finest in the yard. 

The first time that I find him thei^ again, 

His trial shall be short, I’ll crack his skull. 

f 

LEAND«R. 

A fine conclusion, — worthy of the prologue ! 

* PETIT- JEAN. 

It’s plain enough, find fault with it who may. 

DANDIN. 

Call witnesses. 

liEANDER. 

That’s easier said than done. 

For witnesses cost dear, or won’t come forward. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

We’ve got some, all the same, — beyond reproach. 

* ^ DANDIN. ^ 

Produce them, then. 

PETIT-JEAN. 

I have them in my pocket: 
Look here, I've got the capon’s head and legs, 

See then, and jfidge. 

l’intime. 

Nay, I object. 

DANDIN. 


What’s your objection ? 


All right. 
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» 

They're from Maine, my lord. 

BANDIN. 

Ah, tnie ; they hatch them by the dozen there. 

My lord — 

DANDIN. 

Will you be long, Sir? Tell me that. 

I r^lly cannot say. 

BANDIN. 

' At least, he*s honest. 

l'intimib {rising to a scream), 

Whate'er can daunt a prisoner at the bar, 

All that to mortals shows most terrible, 

Fortune appears to have array’d against us, 

In eloquence and partizanship. For 
While on the one hand the deceased’s renown 
Alarms me, on the other my opponent 
With practised tongue confounds. 

BAKBIN. 

, Pray, Sir, subdui 

Tour own o’erpowering accents, if you please. 

l'intime {in an ordinary tone). 

I will : I’ve many others. 

' ' (in a soft tone of voice. 

But howe’er 

sounding periods fill me with mistrust. 

And. the deceased one’s fame; yet still, my lord, 

I rest my hopes on your impartial mind. 

Before great Dandin innocence is bold. 

Before this Oato of our Norman soil ; 

Thw Sun of Justice that is never dim ; 

Viji^riss causa diis jplaeuit, sed victa Oatonu 
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DANDIN. 

Truly, lie argues well. 

L^INTIME. 

So wifilout fear 

I speak, and advocate^ my righteous cause. 

In Aristptle’s work on “ Politics” 

It has been said full well — 

DANDIN. 

The question. Sir, 
Concerns a capon, and not politics. 

l’intimb. 

Yes, hut the Stagirite’s authority 
Would prove that good and evil — 

DANDIN. 

I maintain 

That Aristotle has no locm standi here. 

Come to the facts. 

l'intime. 

Fausanias in his book — 

DANDIN. 

Discuss the facts. 

' l’intimA 

Eebuffi — 
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DANDIN. 

.1 will sum up. 

l’intime. 

You are so fluicjk, my lord, 

(speaking rapidly.) 

The facts are these. A dog invades*a kitchen, 

And finds a capon there of good proportions. 

Now, he for wlfom I spsak is very hungry, 

He against whom I speak lies ready pluck’d. 

Then he whose cause 1 plead, with stealthy stop 
Draws near, and grabs him against whom I’ve spoken. 

A warrant’s issued, he’s arrested, counsel 
Are call’d, a day is fix’d, I am to speak, 

I speak, and I have spoken, There, — Two done ! 

DANDIN. 

Tut, tut ! A pretty way to state a case ! 

His pace is slow and stately while he utters 
Irrelevant remarks ; but, when he comes 
To facts, he gallops. 

L’iNTm>:. 

The best part came first. 

DANDIN. 

Nay, worst. That’s not the proper way to plead. 

What say the public ? 

LEANDEB. 

Quite in th’ latest fashion. 

l’intxme {in an impassioned tone). 

What happens next ? They come, — how do they come ? 
They chase my client, break into a house, — 

Whose house V Your house, my lord, — our judge’s house ; 
The cellar is invaded, where we fled ; 

We are accused of theft and brigandage, 
out, and given over to our foes. 

To Master Petit-Jean. You’ll bear me out, 

My lord, that in the Digest 8i quis canis , — 
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De VI — and paragraph caponiimSf ^ 

The law condemns an outrage of this kinS ; 

And even were it true my client Ginger 
Had eaten all or part of the said capon, 

All he had done before should Jbe consider’d ' ' 

lu mitigation of his punishment. 

When has my client merited rebuke ? 

Has not your house by him been safely guarded ? 

When has he fail’d to bark at robbers* footsteps ? 

Witness three proctors, who by Ginger h'fere 
Had their gowns torn. See, I produce the pieces. 

Will you have other proofs of his good conduct ? 

PBTIT-JBAN. 

Ah, Master Adam-«- 

L*INTIMt5. 

Peace ! 

PETIT- JEAN. 

But, L’Intimc — 
l’intim^. 

Peace ! 

PBTIT-JEAN. 

You are growing hoarse. 

‘ • l’intime. , 

Leave me alone 


DANDIN. 

Compose yourself, and finish. 

L’lNTiMfj {in a drawling tone). 
Since I may,-— 

.Take breath, — and am forbidden,— to prolong,* 
My speech, — I will without prevarication 
Coihpendiously express, explain, unfold 
wfore your eyes the transcendental truth 
Of this my cause, and of the facts involved. 
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^ • DANDIN. 

Let him say all, and say it twenty times. 

Bather than suck abridgment. Be you human. 

Or fiend incarnate, end — or Heav’n confound you ! 

l’intimjs. 

IVe nearly done. ‘ 

DANDIir. 

• Ah!* 

l’intimb. 

Ere the world was made- 

DANDIN. 

Let us get on. Sir, to the deluge. 

l’inxime. 

Er( 

The world was made, before it was created. 

The world and all the universe lay buried 
In the abyss of matter. Earth and Air, 

Water and Fire, — ^all the elements. 

Heap’d in confusion, swallow'd up in space ; 

A shapeless, indistinguishable mass 
Form'd one vast chaos, where no order reign’d; 

IInus beat toto Naturas vultus in okbb, 

Qubm Gr^ci nixsRB Chaos, bitdis indigestaque voles. 

(Danbin goeh^to sleeps and tumhleB off his chair .) 

LEANPSR. 

Oh, father ! What a fall ! 

PBTIT-JBAN. 

He's fast asleep ! 

LEANDER. 

Father, wake up. 

PBTIT-JEAN. 
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LEAKDEB.* 

My father ! 

DANDIN. 

Well, well, what is it ? What a man he is ! 

Tve never had so sound a najv before. 

LEANDEB. 

Olve seAteuce, father. 

DANDIN. 

• To the galleys with him ! 

LEAKDEB. 

A dog sent to the galleys ! 

DANDIN. 

Faith, I know 

Nothing about the matter. My head’s full 
Of chaos and confusion. 


(exhibiting some pupjtifs). 

Come, poor children, 
Come, cruel hearts would leave you fatherless ; 
Come, let your inuocemofor mercy plead 
Yes, here you may behold our misery ; 

Make us not orphans, give us back our father, 
Oyr father, he to whom we owe our life. 

Our father, who — « 

DANDIN. 

Quick, quick, take them away. 


Our father — 


DANDIN. 


What a hubbub * Take them off ; 
They’re messing all the pla<*e. 


l’intimd. 

See, we are weeping. 
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^ LANDIN. 

My heart alreadysmelts with sympathy ; 

Oh ! "tis a sight .to touch a father's heart ! 

I’m terribly perplex’d. The truth is clear ; 

Th’ ol^enc^is proved ; he has himself confess’d ii 
But, if he be condemn’d, ho^ hard the fate 
Of these poor children, left to charity ! 

I’ve an engragement, — no one must disturb me. 


Scene 4. 

Dandin, Leandeb, Chioaneatj, Isabelle, Petit-Jean 
L’Intime. • 

CHICANBAU. 

My lord — 

DANDIN (to Petit- Jean and L’Intim^). 

Yes, I will hear you, and you only. 

(to Chicaneau 

Good day. But tell me, please, who is that child ? 

CHICANEAU. 

That is my daughter. 

DANDIN. • • 

Quick, then, call her back. 

ISABELLE. 

You are engaged. 

DANDIN. 

No matter, I assure you, 

(to Chicaneau 

You might have told me that you were her father. 


Sir— 


CHICANEAU. 
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^ ^bacinb’s woeks? 

BAKBIN. ^ 

Let her speak, she knows your liusmeas best. 

. (to Isabelle.) 
Speak, dear — How pretty, and what charming eyes ! 

But that’s not all You must be wise as well ^ 

It does me good to see such y&uth and beauty. 

I’ve been a gay young fellow in my day. 

And be^,n much talk’d about. 

ISABELLE* , 

I well believe it. 

BANBIN. 

Tell me, now, who you wish should lose his cause. 

t 

ISABELLE. 

No one 

BAKBIE. 

For you I will do anything. 

Speak 

ISABELLE. 

I am sure I’m much obliged to you. 

BAEBIN. 

Hast ever witness’d anybody tortured? 

ISABELLE. 

No, and I trust I never shall, my lord 

BAEBIN. 

If you would like it, you shall see it done. 

ISABELLE. 

Ah ! could one ever see poor wretches suffer ? 

BAKBIN. 

It serves to pass away an hour or two. 
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<3HICANSAH. 

My lord» I come tell you — 

LEANDEB. 

•I can state 

The whole affair, my father, in two words ; 

It is about a marriage. You must khow 
That all is settled, and your sanction only 
Is wanting. Bi3th the levers long to wed. 

The father to his daughter’s wish consents. 

Will you confirm the contract ? 

DANDIN (resuming his seat). 

Let theij^ marry 

Without delay, to-morrow if they please, 

To-day if need be. 

LEANDEB. 

See, my father's yours, 

Greet him, my love. 


CHICANEAir. 

How’s this ? 

DANDIN. 

What myst’ry's here? 


LEANDEB. 

Tour judgment is precisely carried out. 

DANDIN. 

I oan’t revoke the sentence I’ve pronounced. 

CHICAKEAU. 

But surely you’ll consult my daughter’s wishes. 

LEANDEB. 

By all means. Let fair Isabelle decide. 
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BAOINS’S WOBKS. 

GHlCANEi^. 

Well, are you dumb ? It is your turn t6 speak. 

ISABELLE. 

1 do not dare to appeal agaiijst the judgment!* <■ 

^ CHICANEAU. 

ril do lit, then. ^ 

LEANDEB (ehowing him a ^aper), 

• Look at this writing, Sir. 

You will not challenge your own signature ? 

GHICANEAU. 

What is it, pray,^^ 

LEANDEB. 

A marriage contract. Sir, 

All duly sign’d and seal’d. 

CHICANEAU. 

I have been trick’d, 

But I’ll have satisfaction. This shall lead 
To twenty lawsuits. If you get my daughter. 

You shall not get my money. 

LEANDEB. 

Have I ask’d it? 

Give ine your daughter, I want nothing else. 

CHICANEAU. 

Ah ! 

LEANDEB. 

Father, are you pleased with your day’s work ? 

DANDIN. 

Eight well. Let suits flow in abundantly. 

And I will pass my life with you, content. 

Tlie advocates, however, must not be 
So lengthy. What about the culprit ? 
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Father, 


,LEANDEB. 

Fardou him. Let us all rejoice to-day. 

DANDIN. 

Well,*let him go. 

{to ISABEIitE.) 

For your sake, deitr, he’s free, 
ril take a holiday, then try new cases. 




BRI T ANN J C US. 




INTRODUCTION TO BRITANNICUS. 

E xcept in the matter of chronological accuracy, the 
Annals of Tacitus liave been closely followed as 
the historical groundwork of this tragedy, but Racine him- 
self tells us that it cost him more pains in its composition 
than any other of his plays, and the result of this elabora- 
tion is that the hand of the artist has not been able to con- 
ceal its art under the semblance of spontaneous nature. 

‘‘ Britannicus ” was first acted at the Hotel de Bour- 
gogne, in December, 1669, It met with much adverse 
criticism, and was slow in establishing itself in public 
favour ; nor is this to be wondered at, for it requires care- 
ful study to appreciate its merits, and V'oltaire has aptly 
termed it “ la piece des connoisseurs." The strongest 
character is Nero’s mother, Agrippina. Nero himself, 
Burrus, and Narcissus are also well drawn, but BritaniiicUs 
and Junia are insipid anSl imiuteresting. 



CHARACTERS. 

Kero, empcrpTf son of Agrippina. 

Bkitannigus, son of Mesmlina and of the emperOr Clavdius, 

^ouiri INA, widow of Lcmitius Afunobarb^s^ the Jather of Kero, ano 
widow by her second marriage of the empetdr Clattdius. 

JcTMiA, beloved by Britannicns, 

Burkub, tutor of Kero. 

Karcisbus, tutor of Brifannictts. 

Albira, confidential friend of Agrippina. 

Gcari>s. 


The scene is laid at Rome, in a chamber of Nero’s palace. 



BRITANNICD’S. 


ACT I. 


Scene 1. 


Agrippina, Ai^bina. 


ABBINA. 

Whilst Nero courts soft slumbers, why should you 
Come here to tarry his awakening ? 

Shall Ceesar’s mother wander thro^ these halls. 
And, unattended, watch beside his door, 

Alone ? Retire to your apartments. Madam, 


AGRIPPINA. 


I must not leave him for a single moment. 
Here will I wait for him, engross’d with cares 
He causes me, so long as he may sleep. 

All I foretold is but too well confirm’d ; 

Nero has doom’d the prince Britannicus. 

Nero has thrown the reins on his impatience ; 
Weary of being loved, he fain would be 
A terror. Young Britannicus torments him. 
And eyeiy day I feel myself becoming. 

In mjr ^tuni, irksome. 

, ABBINA. 


You, to whom he owes 

The brnth of life, who call’d him to the throne 
IVom Us low station* disinheriting 
The of Claudius, that Domitius might 
Bear Ottsar’s name? All speaks on your behalf. 
And claims his love. 

- s . . 
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ACBIPPIKA.. 

’Tis due to me, Albina ; 

All I have done would win a generous li^rt, 

But all is odious to ingratitude. 

« 

ALBINA. 

Ingratitude ? Naj, All his conduct shows 
A soul* well taught to heed the voice of duty. 

For three whole years what has he said of done 
J^ut what gives Borne the promise of a reign 
Of perfect justice ? Under his mild sway 
She deems the days return'd when census boro 
Authority supreme. Paternal rule 
Marlvs the young Nero virtuous as Augustus 
In his old age. ^ 

AGRIPPINA. 

Nay, interest cannot make 
Me blind. 'Tis true that Nero has begun 
E’en as Augustus ended, but the future 
May make the past forgotten, and I fear 
As one began, so will the other end. 

Disguise is vain ; I road upon his brow 

The savage bent of a Domitius 

Mix’d with Neronic pride derived from me. 

The face of Tyranny is ever mild 

At first ; e'en Caius once was Borne's delight, 

!^ut his feign’d clemency soon turn’d to madness, 
And Rome’s delight became her detestation. 

Wliat matters it to me, in any case, 

Tho’ Nero’s virtues should remain unsullied ? 

Did I commit to him the helm of State, 

That he might please the people and the senate ? 
The father of his country let him be, 

If so he will, but let him not forget 
His mother’s claims. How can that crime be calVd 
Which daylight has reveal’d? He knows full well 
That Junia by Britannicus is loved ; 

And this same Nerp, who is virtue's model. 

Makes night the screen to have her carried off ! 
What moves him ? Is it hatred, or desire ? 
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Is it his only joy to injtire them ? 

Or does his inali<4 visit on their heads 
Spite against me* for lending them support ^ 

ALjgINA. 

How lending them support ? 

AGRIPPINA. 

Hush, dear Albina ; 

I know to me alone they owe their ruin ; 

That *twas by me Britannicus was hurl’d 
Down from the throne that he inherited ; 

That Jiinia’s brother cast away liis life, 

Debarred by me from marriage with Octaviu, 

Silanus, upon whom Claudius had east * 

An eye of favour, heir of great Augustus. 

Nero has all, and I, for my reward. 

Must hold the balance evenly between them. 

That some day, in his turn, Britannicus 
May do the same between my son and me. 

ALBINA. 

With what design ? 

AGRIPPINA. 

I thus secure a port 

Against the coming storm. I cannot hold him, 

Save with this bridle. 

* ALBINA. 

But against a son 
Such care is surely vain. 

AGRIPPINA. 

I should soon fear him, 

If he £ear*d me no longer. 

ALBINA. 

Your alarm 

Perchance is groundless. But if Nero fails 
In filial duty we have fail’d to mark 
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The change, and these are secrets Ibetweeu him 
And yon. Whate’er new titles Kome bSstows, 

Nero confers them all upon his mother. 

His lavish love withholds not aught from you ; 

Your name in Borne is reverenced like his own^ 
Whilst poor Octavia is scarcely mention’d. 

Your ancestor Augul^tus honour’d less 
His Livia. The fasces, deck’d with bays, 

March before Nero’s mother, ne’er before* 

Had woman such distinction. How should he 
!Display his gratitude ? 

AGBIPPINA. 

« With less respect. 

And greater confidence. I scorn such honours. 
Seeing my influence wanes as these increase. 

The time is gone when Nero, still a youth. 

Answer’d the wishes of my doting heart. 

When upon me he loan’d in every strait, 

When my command gather’d the senate here. 

And present, tho’ conceal’d behind a screen. 

Mine was the animating touch that moved them. 
Uncertain then of Borne’s capricious will, 

His greatness had not turn’d the monarch’s head. 
My memory with pain recalls the day 
When first I found him dazzled with the glare 
Qt giory ; many a potentate had sent 
From Earth’s remotest realms envoys to greet him. 
I went to take my place upon the throne 
Beside him ; by whose counsel he disgraced me " 
I know not, but, as soon as he perceived me. 

He show’d displeasure on his countenance, 

. Whereby my heart grew ominous of ill. 

Then with a feign’d respect that mask’d the insult,; 
He quickly rose, and, running to embrace me, 

^ Turn’d my approaching footsteps from the throne^:’ 
Since that hard blow has Agrippina’s pow’x , ^ ; 
Been hunying to its fall with rapid pace. 

All but the shadow gone, my favours sought 
;^^Iie8S than the voice of Seneca or Burrixs. *. * * 
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• ALBINA. 

Ah, if your heart, is fill’d with such suspicions, 
Why keep the fatal poison m your breast ^ 

Go, and at Caesar’s lips resolve your doubts 

AGRIPPINA 

Others are always by when Caesar sees me, 

He gives me au^ence at^ fix’d times, m public ; 
He answers or is silent as he’s prompted 
We have two masters, and with watchful eye 
One or the othei marks each interview 
But I will follow him the more he shuns me, 
And turn his own confusion to my profit 
1 hear his door unfasten’d Let us go, 

And ask him what he means by this abduction, 
And, unawares, he may the truth reveal 
Ha, Burrus ! He has been with him already. 


Scene 2. 

Agrippina, Burrus, Albina. 

BURRUS. 

Madam, I come to tell you, m the name 
Of Caesar, that an order which alarm’d you 
Is but a wise precautioi!, and of this 
The Emperor wiUs that you should be inform’d. 

AGRIPPINA 

^ hen let us enter, since it is his pleasure. 

And learn his purpose better 

i BURRUS 

For some time 

Csssat has sought seclusion By a postern, 
IUnknown to many, both the consuls came 
Before you. Madam But I will return,— 
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agbippinA. 

No, I will not disturb bia privacy ; 

But let us two, with somewhat less constraint, 

For once with frankness interchange our thoughts. 

t 

BUBBUS 

The tongue of Burnis ever scorn’d a falsehood 

AGRIPPINA • 

,TIow long do you intend to hide him from me ? 

Am I for ever to be held intrusive 

When I would see him ? Have I raised you then 

So high, only to have you place a bar 

Between my son and me V Dare you not trust him 

A moment out ol sight ? Do you dispute 

With Seneca the glory of effacing 

His mother’s image from his memory ? 

And has mv trust fed your ingratitude. 

Till ’neath the shadow of his name you rule 
Supreme ? I cannot think that you would make me, 
Who might have left you in obscurity. 

Your creature, — me, whose ancestors have fill’d 
The throne, — me, daughter, sister, wife, and mother 
Of your imperial masters. What, then, mean you ? 
Think you my voice has made an emperor 
Only to place two others over me ? 

Nero’s no more a child ; is it not time 
Hfe cdased to fear you, and began ^.o reign 
How long must he see all things thro’ your eyes ? 
There are ancestral models he may copy. 

And choose between Tiberius and Augustus, 

Or follow, if he can, Germanicus, 

My sire. I dare not rank myself with these, 

But there are lessons he may learn from me. 

At any rate, the caution that imposes 
Due limits to a prince’s confidence 
In any subject. 

BUBBUS. 

I am (*harged to-day 
T* excuse a single act on Ceesar s part ; 
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But since, without desirtng my defence, . 

You lay on me th# blame tov all his deeds. 

I’ll answer with the candour of a soldier. 

Who knows not, Madam, how to gloze the truth. 

To me^you^rusted Caesar’s youthful years, 

. I own it, and am bound ne’er to forgk it ; 

But have I ever sworn I would betray him, 

Or make him do your will in everything? 

I am no more responsibly to you, 

But to imperial Koine, which in my hands 
Sees safety or destruction. He who once 
Was son of yours is master of the world. 

If those were sought who might cajole his youth. 

Could only Seneca and I mislead ? 

Why were not flatterers suffer’d to direct^him ? 

Were we recall’d from exile as corrupters ? 

Could not the servile court of Claudius funiish 
A thousand fitter than ourselves, all eager 
To raise themselves by Caesar’s degradation, 

Till he grew old in long protracted childhood ? 

What would you, Madam ? Are you not respected ? 

Is not your name held sacred, link’d with Caesar’s ? 

The Emperor, ’tis true, no longer comes 
Daily to lay his sceptre at your feet, 

And pay you humble court. But gratitude 
Need not involve dependence so unworthy. 

Must Nero always be a timid child. 

Nor dare, except in name, to be Augustus ? 

Rome, let mo tell you, justifies his conduct. 

So long in bondage to three base-bom upstarts ; 

And, only just relieved from yoke so galling, 

Dates her recover’d liberty from Nero ! 

Nay more. , E’en Virtue’s self seems born anew, 

And to be master means no more to plunder ; 

The People freely choose their magistrates ; 

Tbo$e whom the soldiers trust are made commanders ; 

Still faithful in the army and the senate 
Are Corbulo and Thrasea, tho’ in fame 
The foremost. Desert isles, which senators 
Peopled with exiles, hold th’ informers now. 

Wliat matters it that Nero trusts us still. 
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Provided that our counsels aid his^glory, 

And Rome, throughout a prosperous reign, have freedom 

Unfailing as th’ omnipotence of Caesar V 

But Nero, Madam, does not need our guidance ; 

Our part is to obey, not to direct him. 

He has examples in his ancestors, 

'■ Whereby to regulate his steps aright ; 

And happy he if, link’d in one long chain, 

His later virtues vie with those of youth ! 

▲OBIPPINA. 

So, daring not to count ujK)n the future. 

You think your prince will go astray without you. 

Do you, who, thus far with your work content. 

Come hither to bear witness of his virtues. 

Tell me why Nero has become a robber. 

And carried off the sister of Silanus ? 

Is it to sully by so gross an insult 
My ancestors whose blood fills Junia’s veins P 
Of what does he accuse her ? By what crime 
Has she, in one day, grown so dangerous ; 

She who, till then, bore grandeur modestly ; 

Who, but for this night’s work, would ne’er have seen him, 
And would have counted it a signal favour 
Had she been kept for ever from his sight ? 

BUBBUS. 

She’s ijnder no suspicion of a crime. 

Nor has the emperor as yet condemn’d her. 

There is no object here to wound her eyes, 

She is at home among her ancestors. 

Her title to the throne is strong enough 
To make her husband raise an insurrection ; 

’Tis right that Csesar’s blood should be allied 
Only to such as Ceesar well can trust ; 

Nor without his consent, as you must own, 

Should any wed the offspring of Augustus. 

AGRIPPINA. 

I understand you ; Nero, by your mouth, 

Tells me Britannicus relies in vain 
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tTpon my choice; that lhate vainly songht 
To tum his eyes 6 : 0 m his misfortunes with 
A bait so tempting. ’Tis the Emperor’s will 
To show that Agrippina promises 
More thanjshe can fulfil ; Borne rates too highly 
A mother’s influence ; and this affront 
He’ll undeceive her, and teach all th^ world 
Not to confound an emperor with a son. 

This he may do^ Yet am 1 bold to tell him 
To make his sceptre strong before he strikes. 

In forcing me to match my feeble arm 
Against him, he betrays how weak his own is ; 

And it may be that, in the balance tested, 

My name will have more weight than he supposes. 

BURBirS. 

What ! will you always doubt your son’s respect ? 

Oan he not take one step but you mistrust it ? 

How can he think you Junia’s partisan, 

Or reconciled to young Britannicus ? 

Will you support your foes, that you may find 
A pretext for complaining against him ? 

At every trivial rumour that you hear. 

Will you be always ready to divide 

The empire ? Shall continual dread possess you. 

That asks solution e’en when you embrace him Y 
Be not so careful to find food for censure. 

But exercise a mother’s fond indulgence. 

Suffer some slight rathck* than make it public, 

Lest so the Court be taught to disregard you. 

AOBIPPINA, 

And who would seek support from Agrippina, 

When Nero doth himself proclaim my ruin, 

Wien he would have me banish’d from his presence, 

And Burras dares to keep me at his threshold ? 

bubbus. 

Madam, I see ’tis time that I were silent. 

My frankness only causes your displeasure. 
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Pain is unjust ; and all the ur^nftnts 
. That fail to soothe it aggravkte suspiciofi. 

Here comes Britannicus. I will retire, ' 

And you shall hear with pity his disgrace. 
Blaming for that, it may be. Madam, those > 
'Whose counsels Osesar has least deign’d to follow. 


Scene 3. 

Agrippina, Britannicus, Narcissus, Albina. 

AGRIPPINA. 

Whither so fast ? ' What restless ardour, Prince, 

Casts you thus blindly in the midst of foes ? 

Whom do you come to seek ? 

BRITANNICUS. 

Whom seek ? By Heav’n, . 
Here, madam, here is all that T have lost. 

Hemm’d in by multitudes of savage trooj)s, 

Hither has Junia been ignobly dragg’d. 

Alas, what horror must her timid heart 
Have felt at such unwonted spectacle ! 

^ Yes, they have tom her from me. Cruel mandate, 

Thfit parts two lovers misery united ! 

Doubtless they grudged that we, mingling our sorrows. 
Should help each other to endure our woes. 

AGRIPPINA. 

Buough. I feel your wrongs as much as you do ; 

, And my complaints have gone before your murmurs- 
, But I am well aware that helpless anger 
Does not absolve me of my solemn promise. . 

> You do not comprehend me. Would you do so,^ 

^^^ollow my steps to Pallas, There I’ll wait you. 
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Scene 4. 

Britanniccs, Narcissus. 

BRITANNICUS.^ 

w 

Narcissus, can I trust her word and make 
Her umpire in«my quaijel with her son ? 

What say you ? I» she not that Agrippina 
Whom erst my father married, to my ruin. 

And who, you say, finding his ebbing life 
Too long for her, cut tlie last remnant short ? 

NARCISSUS. ^ 

No matter. She, like you, feels herself outraged. 
Has she not promised you the hand of Junia i' 
Unite your griefs, combine your interests ; 

This palace vainly echoes your regrets ; 

And, whilst with suppliant voice you here ai’e S('eu 
Spreading complaints around instead of terrors. 
Your fierce resentment lost in idle words, 

Without a doubt you will complain for ever. 

BRITANNICUS. 

You know. Narcissus, whether I intend 
To be inured to tame submissiveness. 

If, by' my fall affrighted, I renounced 
The throne for ever which my birthright gave me. 
But I am still alone. My father's friends 
Are grown such strangers as to chill my heart ; 
And those who in the Court rest true to me 
Yet hold themselves aloof from oue so young. 
After the brief experience of a year 

made me know how wretched is my lot, 

'What see I round me but false friends suborn'd 
To wi^tch my every step with sleepless eyes ? 
Qhoei^ by Nero for so base an office, 

They sell to him the secrets of my soul, 

A^ daily take their profit out of me, 
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He sees my aims bef orehaQd> hearse my conversei 
Alid knows what passes in breast as ^irell 
As you. What thinks Narcissus P 

NABOI^STJS. 

Feeble-minded — 

Ton should choose friends on whom you can rely. 

Nor be so lavish of your secrets, Sir. 

BBITANNICUS. 

liiarcissus, you say true ; but this mistrust 
A noble heart is ever slow to learn. 

Too long deceived ; but I believe in you, 

Or rather I have vow’d to trust no other. 

My father oft assured me of your zeal, 

Of all his f reedmen, you alone have proved 
Faithful, and kept your eyes open to aid me, 

Saving me still from countless hidden rocks. 

Go, see then if the noise of this new storm 

Has fannM the smouldering courage of my friends ; 

Watch well their eyes, attend to their discourse, 

See if I may expect true help from them ; 

But chiefly in this palace well observe 

With what precautions Nero guards the princess. 

Learn if her precious life is out of danger, 

And if I still may be allow’d to see her. 

Meanwhile to Nero’s mother I’ll repair. 

She is ‘^rith Pallas, whom my father freed. 

As he did you. I’ll stir her wrath, and, may be, 
Pledge her to move farther than she intends. 
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Nebo, Bubeits, Nabcissi9s, Guabds. 

NEBO. 

Bun^, be sure of this ! tho’ she’s unjust, 

^e IS my mother, and I’ll take no notice 
W her caprices ; but I will not spare 
underling who dares to foster them. 

PaUaa instils his poison in her ears» 

And every day corrupts Britannicus ; • 

ms voice alone they hear, and, if we follow’d 
^eir steps, with Pallas we perhaps should find them. 

1 ve borne too much, he must be parted from them. 

time I say it, let him go ; 

^8 my command, and, ere this day is done, 

My Court and Eome too must be quit of them, 
i^espateh, the safety of the State’s concern’d, 
vome here, Narcissus. 

„ (io the Guards.') 

■ »’ Jjet my guards retire. 


Nebo, Nabcissus. 

NABCISSUS. 

lord, Juuia is in your hands, 
; And to tQ*^y the peace of Eome’s secured ; 
Ydur enemies, cast down from their vain hopes, 
to Pallas to bewail their weakness. 

^ ^ vex’d, confounded, 

' than is Britannicus. 

frowning air of gloom portend, 
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Tliose mudoin looks that roam uneasily ? 

All smiles on you, and Fortune crowns ycrur wishes. 

BEBO. 

The die is cast, Narcissus ; Ne^co loves. 

o NABCISSUS. 

You, Sirfl ? 

KEBO. 

A moment since, — and yet for ever. 

Lbve, said I love ? Nay, Junia is my idol. 

NABCISSUS. 

What, you love her ! 

< NEBO. 

My curiosity 

Moved me this night to see her on arrival 
Here. She was sad, and raised to Heaven her eyes 
Tear-stain’d, that shone amid the flash of arms ; 

In beauty unadom’d, in simple garb, 

As when they seiz’d her in her sleep. I know not 
Whether that disarray, the torch-lit darkness, 

The cries that broke the silence, and the faces 
Of her ferocious ravishers, enhanced 
The timid sweetness of those lovely eyes ; 

But, with so fair a spectacle entranced, 

I tried to speak, but felt myself tongue-tied ; 

Amkzement seized me, and I could not move, 

And suffer’d her to pass to her apartments. 

I sought my chamber. There, in solitude, 

Vainly I tried to turn my thoughts from her ; 

But, ever present to my eyes, I seem’d 
To talk with her. I loved the very tears 
1 caused to flow. And sometimes, but too late, 

I sued for her forgiveness, and my sighs 
Ended in threats. Thus, nursing my new passion, 

I have not closed mine eyes, that watch’d for daylight. 
But I may conjure up too fair an image 
Of her whom I beheld at such advantage. 

What says Narcissus ? 
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'Kaecisbus. 

Who’d believe, my lord, 
That she has lived so long by you unseen ? 

You know it well, Narcissus. Move^ by wrath, 

That held me guilty of her brother’s death, , 

Or treasuring with jealous care a pride 
Severe, that grudged mihe eyes her dawning charms : 
True to her grief, and courting dim seclusion. 

She stole away, and shunn’d all admiration : 

And ’tis this virtue, to the Court so new, 

That in its perseverance piques my love. 

Is there another damsel here in Borne 
Who, if I loved her, would not grow moi^e vain 
At such an honour ? Is there one but tries 
Her amorous glances upon Csesar’s heart. 

Soon as she learns their pow’r ? She alone, 

The modest Junia, scorns the boon they covet, 

Nor deigns, it may be, e’en to seek to learn 
If Csssar merits love, or knows its rapture. 

Tell me, is young Britannicus her lover 

NARCISSUS. 

Her lover, asks my liege? 


• He is too young 

To know himself, or love’s enchanting poison. 

NARCISSUS. 

Love never waits for reason, good my lord. 

Doubt not, he loves. Taught by such potent charn 
His eyes have team’d to melt with tenderness ; 

He knows how best to meet her slightest wish. 

And, it may be, already can persuade her. 

NERO. 

What? Can the boy have won her heart’s allegianc 
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I know not, Sire. But what I can, Til ftll you • 

I’ye seen him sometimes tear himself away, 
of a wrath which he conceals from you, 
yez’d at the Court’s ingratitu/le that shuns him» 
Chafing against your pow’r and his subjection , 

Fear and impatience hwaying him in turn, 

He goes’ to Juma, and returns contented. 

• • 

NEBO. 

Ihe more unhappy he, for learning how 
To please her. He should rather wish her anger ^ 

Kero will not be jealous without vengeance. 

« NABCZSSUS. 

You, Sire? And why should you be ill at ease ? 

Junia has pitied him, and shared his sorrows ; 

Sure she has seen no other tears than his, 

But now, my lord, that, with her eyes unseal’d, 

She shall behold, so near, your royal splendour, 

And kings uncrown’d stand in attendance round you. 
Unknown amidst the crowd her lover too. 

Hang on your eyes, and honour’d by a look 
Which you, my prince, may chance to cast upon them ; 
When she shall see you, from that height of glory 
Come to confess her vicWy with sighs. 

The master of a heart already charm’d, 

YoM’U^have but to command, and i^he will love you. 

BEBO. 

How much chagrin must I prepare to meet * 

What wearisome entreaties ! 

NABCISBUS. 

Why, who hinders 

My lord’s good pleasure ? 


NEBO. 


All — Octavia, Burrus, 

Seneca, Agrippina, Borne herself. ' 
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Three jehrs all stainless. ^ Not that for Octavia 
Bemains one tendei relic of the tie 
That bound us. Long since weary of her love 
Barely mine eyes deign to behold her tears ; 
Ha^py^if sgon the favour of divorce 
Believe me of a yoke imposed oy force ! 

The gods themselves have secretly condemn’d her ; 
Four years her earnest pra/rs have fruitless proved 
Thev show not that her vi^ue touches them 
By honouring her coUch with any pledge ; 

And vainly does the State demand an heir. 

NARCISSUS. 

Why hesitate, my lord, to cast her off ? 

Your sceptre and your heart alike condemif her 
Did not Augustus, when he sigh’d for Livia, 

By twin divorce unite her to himself ? 

And to that lucky severance you owe 
The crown. Tiberius, whom his marriage link’d 
With him and you, dared to repudiate 
The daughter e’en before the father’s eyes. 

You only, thwarting your own wish, refuse 
A course so welcome. 

NERO. 

Enow you not the rage 
Of Agrippina ? Her I seem to see 
Bringing to me Octavia, and with eye 
Of fury bidding me respect a bond 
So sacred, tied by her, and charging me 
In no soft terms with long ingratitude. 

How ah^ I face her violent attacks ? 

NARCISSUS. 

Be your own master, Sire, and hers as well. 

WiU you submit to tutelage for ever ? 

Beign for yourself ; too long you’ve reign’d for her. 
Pear you to do so ? Nay, you fear her not : 

H^e you not just now banish’d haughty Pallas, 
^^ose insolence you know that she supports ? 

I. T 
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Out of her sight, I threaten or command. 

List to your counsels, venture to approve them ; 
My temper rises, and I think to brave her ; 

But I will lay my feelings bare before you. 

Soon as ill luck int^ her presence brings me. 
Either 1 dare not then disown the spell 
Of eyes where I have read my duty long,^ 

Or the remembrance of past kinilnesa grants 
I* To her control of all that she has giv'n. 

And all my efforts are of no avail ; 

My spirit trembles, overawed by hers. 

And *tis to free myself from this dependence, 

I everywhere avoid and so offend her. 

Nor spare from' time to time to rouse her anger. 
That she may shun me, as I fly from her. 

But I too long detain you : go. Narcissus, 

Lest to Britannicus you seem intriguer. 

NABCISSTTS. 

No, no ; I have his perfect confidence : 

He thinks I see you. Sire, by his command, 

To hear from you aU that concerns himself, 

And by my mouth would learn your secret plans. 
Impatient to behold his love once more. 

He waits the aid my trusty cares may bring him. 

c- «• 

XTEBO.' 

Thereto I give consent, ^es, he shall see her : 
Convey the pleasing news. 

NABCISSnS. 

Banish him from her; 

HBBO. 

I have my reasons. Trust me, good NardHius, 
He shaU not see her without paying dearly. 

But boast to Mm of your successful scheme, 
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Tell him that I have deceived myself. 

And that he sees ^er without my pennission. 

She comes. Gk>/find your master; bring him here. 


Scene 3. 

Nero, Junta. 

NERO. 

Your cheek is pale, and you seem anxious, lady. 
Bead you some gloomy presage in my eyes ? 

JUNTA. j 

I cannot hide from you. Sire, my mistake ; 

I thought to see not Csesar, but Octavia. 

NERO. 

I know it, Madam, and Octavia's fortune 
In gaining your good graces makes me envious. 

JUNTA. 

You, Sire P 

NERO. 

And think you that Octavia only 
Within these walls has eyes to see your merits P 

JUNTA. 

Whom else can I implore to pity me. 

And tell what crime Tve unawares committed 
You punish it, my lord, and needs must know it 
Let Junia learn her fault, I do beseech you. 

NERO. 

Is it a light offence, then, to have kept 
So long your beauty in concealment. Madam ? 
Has bounteous Heav’n its choicest gifts bestow’d, 
^Hiat you shoidd bury what was meant to shine P 



^ ' \ I 

276 ft . V ‘ ' |tA0ZNB*8/irQS|CS. [act II. 

Xs not Britannicus afraid to hide ^ 

His growing passion and your charms fiDm us ? 

. Why, till to-^y, ha^e you so ruthlessly * 

Made us an exile in our Court from eyes 
• So bright? ’Tis said too, Madam, you permit . 

Without offence his amorous over^res : 

111 not believe that you have favour'd them 
Without consulting us, nor been so heedless 
Of due decorum, as to plight you^ troth, , 

And leave us to the voice of common rumour 
S'or information. 

JUNIA. 

I confess, my lord, 

His sighs have sf^metimes told his heart’s desires. 

With eyes for ever fix’d upon a maid. 

Sole relic of a famous family. 

He thinks, perhaps, of how in happier days 
His father destined her to be his bride : 

He loves me, heeding his imperial sire. 

Your mother’s wish, — and may J add your own ? 

Tour will is ever so conform’d to hers,— 

NEBO. 

My mother has her views, and I have mine. 

We’ll speak no more of her and Claudius ; 

’Tis not their choice that can determine mine'; 

1/ and I only, must decide for you, 

And at my hands I’ll have you choose a husband. 

JUNIA. 

^ lord, bethink you that another union 
Would bring dishonour on my ancestors. 

NEBO. 

. . Lady, not so ; the spouse of whom I speak 
/ Need feel no shame to range his {parentage 
- With yours. You may consent without a blush ^ 

: To his addresses. . .. 
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\ JUNTA. 

# \ 

. Who, 4hen, is he, Sire ? 


• * ^EBO. 

Madam, myself. \ * 

J^XA. 

You?. 


KEBiD. 

1 woikd name another. 

If other name I hnew higher thaSn Nero*s. 

My eyes have search'd the Court, \Eome, and the world, 
To choose you such a partner as nught m^et 
Your approbation ; and the more I^eek 
Into what hands this treasure may to trusted, 

The more I see Cmsar alone deserve^ 

To hold it, he alone deserves your lo^4, 

And should entrust you to no hands Emt those 
To which the empire of the world's coiitoitted. 

Do you, yourself, recall your earliest yeVs, 

When Claudius betrothed you to his sonh 
'Twas at a time when he intended naming 
That son, one day, the heir of all bis em]^e. 

The gods declared for me, — oppose them nfet, 

But follow where they point to sovereignty^ 

Vainly have they bestow’d this signal honowt 
Unless your heart should be united with it ; \ 

If cares so great be soothed not by your smil^» 

If, while I give to vigilant alarms \ 

Those days, by others envied, grudged by me, \ 

I may not breathe some moments at your feet. % 

Let not Octavia’s image cloud your eyes ; ^ 

Borne, like myi^lf, to you her suffrage gives, 

Rejects Octavia, and would have me loose 
A marriage tie that Heav’n itself disowns. 

Consider what I say and ponder well 

This choice^ well worthy of a prince who loves you 

Wortly of . those bright eyes too long immured. 

And of .the world to which your charms are due. 
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JXTNIA.y 

Mjr lord, good cause liave I to stj^^d astonish’d ; 

AU in the course of one short dyV I see 
Myself brought hither as a crin^^i^l^ 

And, when I, trembling, come ^before your eyes. 
Hardly confiding incJny innocw*ic®» 

At onoe you offer me Octavial® place. 

Yet am I bold to say I have /deserved ^ ^ 

Neither this dazzling honou/"* ^^^r tbisdnsult. 

•And can you wish, my lieg^» that a poor maid. 

Who, almost soon as she ,S'S born, beheld 
Her homo destroy’d, and, obscurity 
Nursing her sorrow, lear. ’d to be resign’d. 

Should, at a single step/ PS'SS from such darkness 
To sit where all the wopd may gaze upon her. 

In brilliance that she sf^rank from, seen afar. 
Usurping majesty thaw is another’s? 

KEBO. 

Have I not said al^ady, I renounce her? 

Dispel those timid/ or bashful scruples ; 

Think not my pr^por^i' choice is blind and rash , 

I know you wortipy» only give consent. 

Remember from/ ancestry you spring ; 

Do not prefer tat i'i^ose substantial honours 
Wherewith the/i^snd of Caesar would endue you, 

The glory of refusal, to be follow’d 
By vain regr^s. 

JTTNTA. 

Heav’n fnows my secret thoughts. 
I take no j/ride in a vainglorious b^st. 

And knov/ greatness of the prize you offer ; 

But all t^o more should I, the brighter shone 
My fortijpo, be ashamed to face the guilt 
Of havi jug plunder’d her whose right it is. 


Nay, consult her interests too much. 

The clpdms of friendship scarce can reach so far. 
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But let US leave delusions, and be plain ; 

The sister moves iipu less than does the brother. 
And for Britannieus — 


JUNTA. 

He has known how 
To touch my heart, and freely I confess it. 

Such frankness may, perchance, be indiscreet. 

But never have my lips belied my heart, 
lu absence from the* Court I could not think 
That I had need to learn the art of feigning. 

I love Britannieus, his destined bride 
Wlien marriage was to lead to sovereignty ; 

But that ill fate which has denied the throne. 

His honours fled, his palace desolate, ^ 

The courtiers whom his fall has banish’d from him, 
Serve but as ties to Junia’s constancy. 

Here all things minister to your desires ; 

Your days flow calmly by in ceaseless pleasures, 

Th’ exhaustless source thereof your sovereign pow’r 
Or. if some trouble mar their placid course, 

The universe solicitous to please you. 

Hastens to blot it from your memory. 

Lonely the lot of poor Britannieus ; 

Tn all his sorrows he has me alone 
To sympathize, my tears his only solace, 

Tb?vt le^ him sometimes to forget his woes. 

• NEBO. 

Ail. His that solace and those tears I envy. 

For them another with his life should pay ; 

But milder treatment keep I for this prince ; 

He shall appear before you soon, fair lady. 

JUNTA. 

Your virtues, Sire, have ever reassured me. 

‘4 

NEBO. 

I might forbid him access to your presence ; 

But 1 would fain anticipate the danger 
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To which resentful srrath might cmrry him. 

I do not wish his death ; better that he* 

Should hear his sentence from the lips he loves. 

Is his life dear to you ? Then part him from you, / 
Without cause given to believe me jealous. 

Incur the odium of his banislfment, I 

And, whether by yoijr words or by your silence, 

In any, case by frigid looks, persuade him 
To take his wishes and his hopes elsewherp. 

• 

C JUNIA. 

I ! to pronounce a sentence so severe ! 

My tongue will swear I meant the contraiy. 

E*en could I so prove traitor to myself, 

My eyes would a^ll forbid him to obey me. 

KERO. 

Curtain’d close by, I shall behold you. Madam. 

Shut up your love within your inmost heart ; 

No secret language shall escape my notice. 

Looks that you fancy mute I shall o’erhear ; 

And death to him shall be the sure reward, 

If sigh or gesture unawares betray you. 

JUKIA. 

Alas!' if I dare still form any wish, 

Gran^me, my lord, that I may never see him. 


Schie 4. 

Nero, Jukia, Narcissus. 

NARCISSUS. 

Britannicus, my lord, asks for the princess ; 
He is at hand. 

KERO. 

Then let him enter. 
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JUNU. 

Sire! 

KEBO. 

I lea^ you ; and his fate oiiyou depends 
More than on me. Bememoer I shall see you. 


• * Scene 5. 

JuNiA, Narcissus. 

JUNTA. 

Ah ! dear Narcissus, run to meet your master ; 
Tell him, — Oh 1 Tm undone, 1 see him coming. 


Scene 6. 

Bbitannigus, Junia, Narcissus. 

BBITANNIOU8. 

What happiness, dear damsel, brings me near you ? 
May I then taste so sweet an interview ? 

But ah, amidst this pleasure, grief devours me 
To think I may not hope to see you more. 

Now must I steal, withmiany a subterfuge, 

A privilege that erst you granted daily. 

Ah ! what a night I’ve pass’d, with what awakening ! 
Your tears have not disarm’d our cruel foes ! 

What was your lover doing ? Did some god 
Grudge me the boon of dying at your feet ? 

Alasl Have you in secret, struck with terror, 

MEide your complaint to me P Have you, my princess,, 
Vdttohsafed to breathe a wish that I were with you P 
Thought you upon the woes that you would cost me P 
What ! say you nought, looking as cold as ice? 

Is^t thus you comfort me for my disgrace? 

Speak V we*re alone. Our enemy, deceived, 
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Is busied somewhere else while wefee together, 

Take full adyantage of his happj absence 

JUNTA. 

His pow’r pervades each comef of this palace, 

Its very walls, Sir, may have eyes to see us ; 

Csesar is never absentf from this place. 

r 

BBITANNICUSt 

t 

And how long have you been so timorous ? 
t^hat ! does your love consent to be in bondage 
Already? What has changed the heart that swore 
To make e’en Nero envious of our love ? 

But banish, Madam, such uncall’d for fear ; 

All hearts have net yet lost their loyalty ; 

I see no eye but doth approve my anger. 

We have the Emperor’s mother on our side ; 

And Borne herself, offended at his conduct, — 

JUNTA. 

Surely your tongue. Sir, contradicts your thought : 

You have yourself told me a thousand times 
That with one common voice Borne praises him ; 

You ever render’d homage to his merits, 

’Tis grief distracts you, and dictates this language. 

BBITANNICUB. 

Your words surprise me, I must needs confess it ; 

To hear you praise him was not what I sought. 

Scarce can I seize a favoural^le moment 
To make you share the grief that overwhelms me» 

And these few precious moments are consumed 
In praises of the foe who crushes us ! 

How different from yourself has one day made you ! 
Why, e’en your looks have leam’d strange reticence. 
What’s this ? You seem to fear to meet my eyes ! 

, Am I then odious ? Can it be that Nero 
Finds favour? If I thought so, — ^Ah, by Heav’n, 
Dispel this darkness you have cast around me. 

V S]>eak. Is Britannicus no more remembered? 



SCENE 8.1 BBITAKNIGUS. 

^ * JTTNIA. 

Pray, Sir, withdraw ; the Emperor is coming. 

BBlTANNlCtrS. 

This^strcSce, NarcissuB, eevdts my last hope. 


Scene 7. 

^BBO, JUNIA, NaBCISSUS. 


Madam, — 


NEBO. 


JUNIA. 

No, Sire, I cannot hear a word 
I hare obey’d you. Let at least my tears 
Flow freely, now that he no more can see them. 


Scene 8. 

Nebo, Nabgibsus. 

NEBO. 

Well, my Narcissus, you haTe seen the ardour 
With which they love, apparent e’en in silence ! 

My rival has her heart, ^s plain enough ; 

My joy shall be to drive him to despair. 

How charmingly does fancy p&int his anguish ; 
And I have seen him doubt whether she loves him. 
I'll follow her. My rival waits your presence 
To vent his fury. GK>, with fresh suspicions 
Torment him ; and while I witness the tears 
She fondly sheds for him, make him pay dearly 
For boon that he despises. 

NARCISSUS (alone). 

Once more Fortune 


s 9R5) 
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Invites me : shall I then refuse hit offer ? 
Nay, to the end I’ll follow her behests, c 
And doom the wretched to secure my wedL 


ACT III. 

■ 

Scene 1. 

Need, Buebus. 

BURETTS. 

Pallas will be obedient, Sire. 

NERO 

And how 

Has Agrippina seen her pride confounded ? 

BUBBU8. 

Doubt not, your Majesty, the blow strikes home, 
And soon the storm will burst in loud reproaches. 
Her wrath has long begun to show itself. 

Nor can it stop at unavailing clamour. 

« t 

< 

NERO. 

Why, what design think you she meditates P 

BUEBUS. 

Always is Agrippina to be dreaded : 

Tour army and all Borne revere her lineage : 

They ne’er forget Germanicus, her father. 

She knows her influence ; you know her courage ; 
And that which makes me dread her all the more 
Is that her fury by yourself is fed, 

And that you give her arms to fight against you. 
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* KERO. 

I, BurruaP • 

BITBBUS. 

Tes, my lord 4 that love which holds you—* 
EEBO. 

I take your meauing. But it can't be help’d : 

My own heart telW me more than you can say, 

And yet I cannot choose but love. 

BUBBirS. 


'Tis fancy, 

My liege ; and, satisfied with slight resistance, 

You fear an evil feeble at its birth. 

But if your heart, strong in the course of duty, 
Refuse to hold a parley with its foe ; 

If you consult the glory of your past ; 

If you recall to your remembrance, Sire, 

Oct&via's virtues of such recompense 
Unworthy, and her love proof against scorn ; 

If, more than all, avoiding Jimia’s presence. 

You doom your eyes to a brief spell of absence ; 
Trust me, howe’er this passion seems to charm you. 
None love, my lord, unless they wish to love. 

* NEBO. 

ril trust you, Burrus, when, ’mid war’s alarms, 

Our martial glory needs your*firm support ; 

Or when, in peaceful session of the senate, 

The welfare of the State demands your voice, 

I will rely on your experience. 

But in a matter that concerns my heart 
’Tis otherwise, and I should have some scruple 
In bringing your grave judgment to such trifles. 
^iFarewelL I’m ill at ease away from Junia. 
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Scene 2. 

BTTBBUS. 

Nero at last shows his true chiiracter. * 

Burrus, that fierceness which you thought to tame 
Is ready^ to break loose from your weak bonds, 

And, like a swollen river, spread destruction ! 

How shall I act in this unhappy h6ur ? • 

^neca’s counsels may not soothe my cares ; 

Afar from Borne, he knows not of t&s danger. 

Ah, if I could but touch the mother’s feeling 
Of tenderness — She comes : good fortune brings her. 


Scene 3. 

Aobippina, Bubbus, Albina. 

AOBIPPINA. , 

Well, Burma, was I wrong in my suspicions ? 

You have impress’d fine lessons on your pupil ! 

Pallas is banish’d, for the crime, perchance. 

Of having raised your master to the purple. 

You know full well that never but for him 

Would Claudius, whom he sway’d, have father’d Nero. 

Yoil fdist a rival in Octavia’s place, . 

And set my son free from his nuptial oath : 

Fit task for one, sworn foe to flatterers. 

Chosen to curb the wild career of youth, 

Thus to turn flatterer himself, and teach 
How he may pour contempt on wife and mother ! 

BUBBUS. 

Madam, you have no cause yet to accuse me ; 

This act of Ceesar’s may be justified, 

Phllas has well deserved his banishment, 

Meet recompense for pride too long endured. 

The Emperor has only, with regret 
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Full’d the secret wishes of his Court. 

The evil that rei^ains admits of cure, 

Octayia’s tears iaay at their source be dried. 

But calm your rage, there is a milder method 
That so^er will recall him to her arms, 

While tmreats and angry words will make him wilder. 

AGRIPPINA. , 

Ah, you will tvy in vain to stop my mouth. 

I see my silence bht provokes your scorn ; 

My handiwork has h^ too much respect. 

All Agrippina’s props fall not with Pallas ; 

The gods have left enough t’ avenge my ruin. 

The son of Claudius begins to feel 

His wrongs, for which not I alone am giplty. 

I’ll Show him to the army, doubt it not, 

ComplaiiL before them of his young life blasted, 

And ma.ke them, like myself, repair their ei roi*. 

On one side shall they see an emperor’s son 
Beclaim a faith sworn to his family. 

And hear a daughter of Germanicus ; 

Ahenobarbus* son, on th’ other hand. 

With his supporters, Seneca and Burrus, 

By me recall’d from exile, both of them. 

Who share the sovereign pow’r before my eyes. 

1 will take care they know our common crimes. 

And by what paths 1 have conducted him. 

To mfuie his sway and yours detestable, 

1 win avow the most injurious rumours : 

All shall be told, exiles, assassinations, 

Poison itself,— ^ 

BtTRBUS 

Madam, they’ll not believe you. 

They’ll not be caught by your deceitful wiles, 

But know ^tis pique that prompts self-accusation. 

As fo myself, who first advanced your plots. 

And made the troops swear f^ty to Nero, 

My sealous efforts cause me no repentance. 

A son succeeded to his father, Madam 
For, in adopting Nero, Claudius chose 
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To give liis sop. and yours an equa> footing. 

Rome’s choice has been for Nero. So shs took 
Tiberius, adopted by Augustus, * 

Nor wrong’d the young Agrippa, his own grandson. 

Who claim’d in vain to wield th* imperial sceptrf^ 

His pow’r, establish’d upon suJh foundations. 

Cannot be weaken’d hy yourself to-day ; 

And, if he beeds me still, his bounty. Madam, 

Will soon remove the wish to injuire him. c 
I have begun the work, and will complete it. 


Scene 4. 

cAobippina, Albika. 

ALBINA. 

In what a sea of passion grief has plunged you ! 
And can it be that Csssar knows not of it ! 

AGRIPPINA. 

Ah, should he venture in my sight himself, — 

ALBINA. 

Madam, in Heaven’s name, conceal this choler. 

Let not your zeal for sister or for brother 
Destroy your peace for ever ! Must you check 
The Emperor even in his love affairs ? 

aobxVpina. 

Ah, see you not how they would humble me, 
Albina ? *Tis to me they give a rival : 

Soon, if I break not this ill-omen’d tie. 

My place is occupied, and I am nothing. 

^ Octavia has enjoy’d but hitherto 
^ An empty title, by the Court ignored 
As useless, and to nie the eyes of all 
Have look’d for profit. Now another love 
' Has cast out mine ; she, as his wife and mistress. 





BBITAKKICUS. 


9 239 ' 


BCSKE *5.] 


Will reign alone^ and inHhe pomp of pow’r 
Reap the rich fri^ of all my pains, as meed 
Of one kind lookr Already Tm forsaken — 

I cannot, dear Albina, bear the thought. 

E’en tho’ J hasten the disas^ous sentence 
Of Heav'n, ungrateful Nero — 

Lo ! His rival ! 


Scene 5. 

Britannicus, Aobippina, Narcissus, Albina. 

BBITANNICUS. ^ 

Our common foes are not invincible ; 

And there are hearts can feel for our misfortunes. 
Your friends and mine, so silent hitherto, 

While we were losing time in vain regrets. 

Fired with the anger which injustice kindles. 

Have made their grievance known to good Narcissus. 
Not yet has Nero undisturb’d possession 
Of her whose conquest means my sister’s shame. 

If still her wrongs can move you, he, tho* faithless. 
May be brought back to tread the path of duty. 

Sure we have half the senate on our side: 

Sylla and Piso, Plautus, — 

AGRIPPINA. 

Prince, what say you V 
You name the highest nobles of the State. 

BRITANNICUS. 

Madam, I see my words have wounded you, 

And that your wrath, trembling irresolute. 

Already fears to gain all it has wish’d for. 

Nay, my disgrace has taken root too firmly ; 

You ne^ not dread what any friend of mine 
May venture ; I have lost them all ; your prudence 
. Has scatter’d them, or long a^^ro' seduced them. 

I. V . 
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AGRIPPINA? 

Trust your suspicions less ; our safety^ 

Depends upon our mutual understanding. 

Eely upon my word. Despite your foes, 

I will be true to all that I ha>3 promised. 

Nero is guilty, and i^ vain he shuns me ; 

Sooner ^pr later he mast hear his mother. 

Force and persuasion I will try by turns, 

Or, if I fail, leading your sister wfth me, ' 

1*11 spread abroad my dread and her alarms, 

And make all hearts responsive to her tears. 

Farewell. On all sides I will ply th* attack ; 

And you, take my advice, avoid his presence: 


Scene 6. 

Britannicus, Narcissus. 

BRITANNICUS. 

Have you not flatter’d me with hopes fallacious ? 
Or can I place reliance on your statement ? 


NARCISSUS. 

You may, my prince ; but this is not the place 
Wherein this mystery must be unfolded. 

Let us go forth. What wait you for ? 


Alas ! 


BRITANNICUS. 

I? Wait for? 


NARCISSUS. , 

Explain yourself. 

BRITANNICUS. 

If scheme of yours 
Could get me sight of her again, — 
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NABCISSUS. 

Of whom ? 


BRITANNICUS. 

My wSakffess makes me bludh. But then more firmly 
I should meet fate. • 

NARCISSUS. 

What, after all my words, 

Deem you her true 9 


BRITANNICUS. 

No, I believe her false. 
Deserving hot reproach ; and yet despite * 
Myself, less than I ought do I believe it. 

My stubborn heart condones her fickleness. 
Finds reason for excuse, and still adores her. 
Would I could crush my incredulity ; 

Would I could hate her with a mind at ease ! 
Yet who’d believe a heart that seem’d so noble. 
Foe of a faithless Court from infancy. 

Could so forget its glory, and at once 
Hatch perfidy too base for courtiers. 

NARCISSUS. 

Who knows if, in her long retreat, the wretch 
Kept not the Emperor’s conquest in her eye? 
Sure that her beauty could not be conceal’d. 
Perhaps she fled that she migh^ be pursued, 
Inciting Nero to the hard earn’d glory 
Of quelling pride till then invincible. 

BRITANNICUS. 

May I not see her, then? 

NARCISSUS. 

/ 

Sir, at this moment 

She listens to the voice of her new lover. 
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BBITANNIClfb. 

Well, let us go. ^ 

But whom do I behold ? 

’Tis she. 


NABCissus (aifide). 

Great gods ! Ceesar must hear of this. 


• Scene 7. 

Britannictts, Junta. 

JUNTA. 

Fly, Sir, nor faci a wrath that bums against you, 
Inflamed by my determined resolution. 

Nero is anger’d. I have just escaped, 

While Agrippina labours to detain him. 

Farewell. Wrong not my love, but look to see 
The happy day when I shall be absolved 
From blame. Your image in my soul shall dwell 
For aye, and nought shall banish it. 

BBITANNICUS. 

I know 

Your purpose, Madam : you would have me fly, 

To hwive you free t' indulge your new desire. 

While I am here, no doubt a secret shame 
Somewhat disturbs the relish of enjoyment. 

Yes, I must go! « 

JUNTA. 

Impute not. Sir, to me— 

BBITANNICUS. 

You might have held the field a little longer. 

I murmur not that youi‘ affection’s fickle, 

And that you join the side which Fortune favours ; 
That you are dazzled with imperial splendour, 

And, at my sister’s cost, would fain enjoy it ; 
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Bat rather that, beguiled like others now. 

You should hav^eem’d untouch’d by its deceits 
So long. Despa^ has seized me, I confess it, 
This was the only ill I never thought 
To cope with. On my ruin I have seen 
injusnee flourish, Heav’n itielf accomplice 
Of my oppressors, but such horrors have not 
Drain’d its full cup of wrath ; there yet remain’d 
To be by you fq^gotten. ^ 

JUNIA. 

Happier moments 

Might urge my ]ust impatience to resent 
Distrust; but Nero threatens, danger presses, 
And I have other thoughts than to distress you. 
Oo, reassure your heart, and cease complaints ; 
Nero, who heard our words, bade me dissemble. 


Ah, cruel — 


BBITANNICUB 


JUNIA, 

Witness of our interview. 

With eye severe he scann’d my countenance. 
Ready to make his vengeance burst on you 
If but a gesture should betray our secret. 


BBITANNICUB. 

B 

Nero was list’ning? Yet your eyes, the while, 
Might have look’d cold, without deceiving me ; 
They might have told me who Imposed their rigour 
Love is not dumb, the language of the heart 
Is varied. One glance might have saved me woe 
Intense. There needed — 


JUNIA. 

There was need of silence 
To save you. Ah, how often was my heart 
About to tell you its perplexity ! 

How many rising sighs did 1 suppress. 
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Afraid te meet t|ie eyes I yeam’d*to look on ! 

Silence is torture when a loved one grie^p, 

When to his groans we must ourselves contribute, 
Knowing we might console him by a look ! 

Yet would such look have caused more bitter te^rs !,. 

At that remembrance anxiou# and disturb’d, 

I felt my feigning lack’d reality ; 

I fear’d the pallor of my quivering cheek, 

My eye, too plainly full of my dii|tre8s ; c 
I fear’d each instant Nero in his wrath* 

•Was coining to upbraid my want of rigour, 

For vain seem’d all my efforts to keep down 
The love I almost wish’d I ne’er had known^ 

Alas, for his own peace of mind and ours 
Too clearly has he read your heart and mine ! 

Once more, go hJnce, and hide you from his sight. 

At fitter season all shall be explain’d, 

A thousand other secrets be discover’d. 

BBITAHNICXJS. 

Too much already, more than I can bear ! 

How guilty I have been, and you how kind ! 

And know you all that you forsake for me ? 

(Throwing hiimelf at Junta’s feet) 
When may 1 at your feet blot out th’ offence ? 

JUNIA. 

Tfhat are you doing ? Look, your rival comes ! 


Scene 8. 

Nero, Bbitannigus, Junia. 

NEBO. 

Prince, do not interrupt such charming transports. 
Madam, his thanks show you are won£'ous kind : 

I have surprised him at your knees, to me 
Some gratitude is surely due as well, 



BRITAHNICUS. 


SCENE 8.] 




He finds this place convenient, where I keep yon 
In readiness for ^terviews so sweet. 

BRITANKICUS. 

I can^m^^joy or sorrow lay before her 
Where’er her kindness graiAs me audience ; 

Nor has this place where you think fit to keep her 
Aught that can overawe Britannicus. i 


NERO. 

What, see you nothing that can warn a subject 
To hold my pow’r respected, and obey me ? 

BRITANNICUS. 

This palace saw us not brought up togetj^er, 
Me, to obey you, you, to taunt my weakness. 
The fortune of our birth ne'er made it likely 
That 1 should own a master in Domitius. 


NERO. 

Our wishes have been cross’d by destiny, 

Once I obey’d, and now your turn is come. 

If yet you have not leam’d so hard a lesson. 

That shows you’re still a boy, and must be taught it. 

BRITANNICUS. 

And who will teach me ? 


NERO. 

Borne, and all her empire. 

BRITANNICUS. 

Does Borne among your high prerogatives 
Count cruelty and violent injustice, 

Unfair imprisonment, rape, and divorce ? 

NERO. 

Borne piys not with too curious regard 
Into the secrets that I choose to hide ; 

Copy her prudence. 
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What she thinks, know. 

NEBO. 

At least she holds her tongue; do you the same^ ^ 

• BBITANNICUS. 

Thus then has Nero ceased to curb his passions ! 

NEBO. 

Nero has ceased to care to hear you longer. 

BBITANNICUS. * 

All hearts should bless his reign for happiness. 

NEBO. 

Happy or wretched, *tis enough they fear me. 

BBITANNICUS. 

I know not Juiiia, or such sentiments 
Would scarce be likely to win praise from her. 

NEBO. 

If I am little skill’d how best to please her, 

I can at least punish a saucy rival. 

• * BBITANNICUS. 

Whatever dangers threaten to o’erwhelm me, 

I fear to lose her love, and ^hat alone. 

NEBO. 

*Twere better wish’d for. I can say no more. 

BBITANNICUS. 

My sole ambition is t’ enjoy her favour. 

NEBO. 

kwA iavova youTS Iot ever. 


m 
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BjflTANNlCUS. 

At least I have leam’d to play the spy 
Upon her words, out let her praise or blame me 
Unwatch’d, nor hide myself to shut her mouth. 

NfBO. 

I see. Ho, guards, there ! 

JUNIA. 

What then, Will you do 
Pardon the jealous love of one so near 
Akin. A thousand miseries he suffers ; 

Can his rare happiness excite your envy ? 

Suffer me. Sire, to knit your hearts together. 

And hide me from the eyes of both of yop. 

My absence then will heal your fatal discords, 

And I will join the ranks of Vesta’s virgins. 

Let not my vows be longer ground of strife 
Between you ; let them trouble Heav’n alone. 

NEBO. 

This project is as strange as it is sudden. 

Let her be taken, guards, to her apartments ; 

And with his sister keep Britannicus. 

BRITANNICUB. 

’Tis thus that Nero wooes a woman’s heart I 

JUNIA. 

Do not provoke him. Prince ; l^nd to this storm, 

NEBO. 

Guards, do my bidding, and delay no longer. 
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Scene 9. 

Nebo, Burbla. 

^ BUBBUS. 

Ye gocl3 ! What do I see ? 

» « 

N^BO {without seeing BTiitBXJs). 

Thus fiercer glow 

Their fires. I know what hand arranged their meeting : 
’Twas but for this that Agrippina sought me. 

And all her long protracted lecture tended 
Only to further ^is vile scheme of hers. 

{Perceiving Bubbus.) 
Acquaint me if my mother still is here. 

I would retain her, Burrus, in the palace : 

And let my bodyguard relieve her own. 

BUBBUS. 

Your mother, Sire ? Will you not hear her ? 

KEBO. 

Stop ! 

I know not, Burrus, what you may be plotting, 

Bpt ^.11 my wishes have for some days past 
Found you a censor ready to oppose them. 

Answer for her, or else, if you refuse, 

Others shall answer both fojf her and Burrus. 
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ACT IV. 

Seme 1. 

Agrippina, Burots. 

BURBUS. 

• 

Ay, Madam, you may clear yourself at leisure, 

CsBsar consents to give you audience here. 

If his command restricts you to the palace. 

His purpose, ^aybe, is to talk with you ; 

In any case, if I may speak my thought. 

Forget that he has given you offence ; 

Be ready rather to receive him back 
With open arms ; defend yourself, and blame not 
His conduct. See how all the Court observe him. 
And him alone. Tho’ he may be your son, 

An<|Pbwe you all, he is your emperor. 

Like us, you’re subject to the pow’r you gave. 
Whether he threaten or caress you, Madam, 

The Court will either shun or press around you, 

'Tis his support they seek in seeking yours. 

But, look, the Emperor comes. 

AGRIPPINA. 

lieave me with him. 


Seme 2, 

Kero, Agrippina. 

AGRIPPINA {seating herself). 

Come hither, Nero, take your place beside me* : 

*Tis wish’d that I should clear your wrong suspicions 
I know not with what crime I have been slander’d ; 
All I have done admits of explanation. 
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You Bway Barthes sceptre now ; and yet you know 
How far your birth removed you from s^oh greatness. 
My ancestors, whom Borne has deified, 

Bestow’d a slender title without me. 

When Messaliua's doom open’d a field 
Of competition for the couch !>f Claudius, 

’Mid all the fair aspv*ants to his choice 
Who b^gg’d the intercession of his freedmen, 

I wish’d to win, with this sole thought, thq-t I 
Might give the i;Jirone, where I should sit, to you. 

My pride I humbled to solicit Pallas ; 

His master, daily in my arms caress’d. 

By slow degrees drew from his niece’s eyes 
The love to which I sought to lead his feelings. 

But that close tie of kindred blood between us 
Debarr’d incestuous union, nor did Claudius 
Dare to espouse the daughter of his brother. 

Th’ obsequious senate by a law less strict 
Placed Claudius in my arms. Borne at my feet. 

Thus much I gain’d, but nothing yet for you. 

Into his family I introduced you 

Close on my steps, made you his son in law. 

Gave you his daughter, whom Silanus loved. 

And he, forsaken, with his life blood mark’d 
That fatal day. But nothing yet was done : 

Claudius would still prefer his son to you. 

I begg’d the aid of Pallas once again, 

And so prevail’d on Claudius to ^opt you. 

He call’d you Nero, and, before the time. 

Desired that you should share the sovereign pow’r. 

To all men then, as they recall’d the past, 

My scheme, already too matured, lay bare. 

His father's friends, true to Britannicus, 

Murmur'd against his imminent disgrace. 

The eyes of some with promises I dazzled. 

Exile released me from the most seditious. 

Claudius himself, weary of my complaints 
Unceasing, took his son out of the care 
Of those whose zeal, long constant to his cause, 

Might yet prevail to set him on the throne. 

Farther, I chose among my following 
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Those who I wish’d should have him in their charge : 

Such» on the otlif r hand, I named to be 

Your governors, whom Boiiie held most respected ; 

Deaf to intrigues, I trusted fame’s clear voice, 
RecaU’d^rom exile Seneca, and took 
From martial service Burru%, those same men 

Who since Rome then esteem’d them for their virtue's. 

Meanwhile I drew on the imperial chest 
For lavish largess, in your name bestow’d ; 

Presents, and shows, invincible attractioitf , 

Gain’d you the people’s hearts, and won the army. 

Which, re-awakening to its first affections. 

Favour’d in yp\x my sire Germanicus. 

Claudius grew feebler as the time pass’d on ; 

His eyes, long seal’d, were open’d at the last : 

He knew his error, and in fear let fall ^ 

Some words of soitow for his son, too late 
He would have gather’d alPliis friends around him : 

The guards, the palace, and the royal bed 
Were under my control : I let his fondness 
Be wasted in vain sighs, and kept close watch 
On his last hours : feigning to spare him pain, 

I hid his son’s tears from the dying monarch. 

He died. A thousand shameful rumours spreading, 

I quickly stopp’d the tidings of his death : 

And, while in secret Burrus was despatch’d 
To make the army swear to you allegiance, 

And you were marching to the camp, as I 
Arranged, in Rome the smoke of sacrifice 
Rose from her altars ; and, deceived by me. 

The anxious people pray’d th^t he might live. 

When Claudius was no more. Tour pow'r establish’d 
On the obedience sworn by all the legions, 

At length I show’d the corpse, and !l^me, astonish’d 
At what had happen’d, learn ’d that he was dead 
And Nero reign’d. This is the true confession 
, I wish’d to make. Thus have I sinn’d, and this 
Is my reward. Now that you reap the fruit 
Of all my pains, grateful for scarce six months, 

You feel the burden of respect too irksome, 

4Lnd do not care to recognize me more. 
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Burrus and Seneca have taught you how 
To be ungrateful, sharp’niug your suspic^ns, 

And overjoy’d to find a pupil fitter 
To be their teacher. Gay gallants 1 see, 

Like young Senecio and Otho, share 

Your confidence, and pander W/ your pleasures : ' 

And when, displeased at your disdainful treatment, 

I have \pquired the reason of such insults. 

Unable to withstand my just complaints, , 

You have replied^with ever fresh alfronts. 
dust now I promised Junia to your brother, 

And both felt flatter’d at your mother’s choice, 

When, to your palace secretly convey’d, 

One night makes Junia mistress of your heart. 

Prom which I see Octavia has been banish’d ; 

And soon, I weenj^ the nuptial bond I tied 
Will be dissolved ; Britannicus arrested, 

Fallas an exile, I await the fetters 
In store for me ; for Burrus dares to act 
The gaoler. When you find your guile unmask’d. 
Instead of seeking me to beg forgiveness. 

You order me to justify myself. 

KERO. 

I ne’er forget that ’tis to you I owe 

The throne, nor need you trouble to repeat it ; 

Your kindness, Madam, may at peace repose 
On*!NlSro’s gratitude. Besides these murmurs. 

That breathe dissatisfaction and suspicion. 

Have made all those who hear your plaints believe 
That hitherto (this in your private ear). 

You have in my name toil’d but for yourself. 

“ Such honours,” say they, “ such respectful homage, 
Are these return too mean for her acceptance? 

What is the crime for which she blames her son ? 
Was’t only to obey her that she crown’d him P 
Holds he the sceptre as her deputy P ” 

And yet, if I could thus have satisfied you, 

I would have gladly yielded you that pow’r 
Which you so loudly claim to reassume ; 
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• 

But Borne will have a master, not a mistress. 

Tou know the upjoar that my weakness raised, 

The ferment of the senate and the people, 

Hearing your will dictated thro’ my lips ; 

How they declared that Claudius had bequeath’d 
To me^his tame submission ^ith his throne. 

A hundred times you’ve seen the indignation 
With which our troops have before you paraded 
Their eagles, sh^^med so to disgrace the heroes 
Whose efSgies are stamp’d upon them stilk 
No other woman would have braved their scorn ; 

But you, unless you reign, ne’er cease complaining. 
Leagued with Britannicus, the match you purposed 
’Tween him and Junia was design’d to strengthen 
Him against me, and Pallas hatch’d the plot. 

When, to my sore regret, I take such medbures 
As may secure my peace, your rage and hatred 
Burst forth ; you’ll show my rival to the army, 
Already has the rumour reach’d the camp. 

AGEIPPINA. 

I ! make him emperor ! Will you believe it ? 

What motive could I have, what end be gain’d? 

What honours might I look for in his Court ? 

If malice spares me not while you are sovereign. 

If my accusers closely dog my steps, 

And venture to attack the Emp’ror’s mother. 

How should I fare amid a Court of strangers ? 

They would reproach me not with feeble murmurs, 
With schemes condemn’d to failure at their birth, 

But crimes wrought in your prosence, for your sake. 
And, all too soon, convict me of my guilt. 

You cannot baffle me with your evasions. 

You are ungrateful, and have always been so : 

E’en from your earliest years my tender care 
Has but extorted from you feign’d affection. 

Nought has avail’d to win you, and your hardness 
Ought to have stopp’d the channels of my heart. 
.WhEkt misery is mine ! Must all my fondness 
Be found a burden by my only son 1 
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Ye gods, who hear my sorrowing Words this day, 

Have not my vows and pray’rs been all for hiin Y 
Fears, perils, and remorse have check'd me not, 

No scorn subdued me ; and I turn'd mine eyes 
From all calamities that were predicted. ^ 

I've done my best ; you reign, and I'm content. 

Now, if you wish it, with the liberty 
Of which I have been robb'd, take fife as well. 

Provided that the people, in their^rage. 

Deprive you not of what has cost me dear. 

c 

NERO. 

Speak, then. What is it you would have mo do ? 

AGRIPPINA. 

Punish the insolence of mine accusers ; 

Calm the resentment of Britannicus ; 

Let Junia have the partner of her choice ; 

Let both be free, and Pallas stay at Borne ; 

And suffer me to see you when I will ; 

(Perceiving Burrus at the back of the stage,) 

Lastly, let Burrus, who is come to hear ua|» 

No longer dare detain me at your door. 

NERO. 

Yes, Madam, I desire my gratitude 

Mav henceforth stamp your pow'r on ev'ry heart ; 

And *1 already bless that happy frost 
Which makes the fire of our affection brighter. 

What Pallas may have done shall be forgotten. 

My quarrel with BritanniciTs is over ; 

And as to what has most divided us, 

My passion shall be subject to your judgment. 

Go then, and tell my brother what will please him* 
Guards, let my mother’s orders be obey'd. 
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Beene 3. 

Nero, Burrus. 

BUBBUS. 

With what delight did I behold, my lord, 

Enib^g that must brii^ back peace between you ! 

know if e’er my voice was raised against her. 
Jv* -5 T estrange you from her love. 

Or if I merit her unjust resentment. 

NERO. 

^ell you plainly, Burrus, that I thought ^ 
common understanding made you both 
Traitors. But now her enmity restores j'^ou 
My confidence. She grasps too hastily 
At triumph. If my rival I embrace. 

It IS to crush him. 

BURRUS. 

Sire ? 

NERO. 

■ * Enough: his ruin 

Must set me free from Agrippina’s fury ; 

Tor while he breathes I have but half a life. 

Mine ^s are weary of his hateful name. 

Nor will I suffer her audacity 

promise him my throne a 8w>nd time. 

burrus. 

soon weep then for Britannicus ? 

' ' \ . NERO. 

Ere sunset I thall fear the boy no more. 

^ BUBBUS. 

, i^tive is it that inspires this purpose? 
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KfiBO. c 

Honour and love, my safety, and my lifi. 


BTTBBUS. 

Nay, tell me what you will, this foul design 
Was never. Sire, conceived in your own breast. 


Burrus! 


NBBO. 

BUBBUS. 


To learn it from your lips confounds me 1 
Heav'ns ! Did not you yourself shudder to hear it ? 
Think you what bl<^ you are about to spiK P 
Is Nero tired of reigning in all hearts P 
What will men my of youP Consider that. 


NBBO. 

Why, bound for ever to a blameless past. 

Must I observe the shifting breeze of favour, 
The gift of chance, nor certain for a day ? 

Slave to their will, that thwarts m^ own desires. 
Am I their monarch but to do their pleasure P 


BUBBUS. 

And is it then no satisfaction, Sire, 

That to vour hand Borne owes her happiness ? 

)^u still are master, ’tis for you to choose. 

You have been good, and you may yet remain so : 
The way is well mark’d out, no obstacle 
Forbids your steps to tread fresh heights of virtue. 
But should you heed the voice of flattery. 

Then will you have to rush from crime to crime, 
Support your harshness by new cruelties. 

And wade thro’ ever-rising streams of blood. 

The prince’s death will rouse the fiery zeal 
Of aU his friends, impatient to take up 
His quarrel, that shaU fresh supporters find 
To fcmow them when his avengers perish ; 

The flame you kindle shall be ne’er extinguish’d. 
The’ fear’d by all the world, you must yourself 
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F^rall, and, tremblingms you strike unceasing. 

Count ^’ry subjy^ as an enemy. 

Ah ! does th’ experience of your earliest years 
Cause you to hate your youthful innocence ? 

Think you what happiness has mark’d their course P 
Gk>od gods ! How tranquiU^ they glided by ! 

What joy to think, and say within yourself : 

All at this moment bless me ev’rywhere. 

And love me ; qp one shudders at my name ; 

No tearful eyes are*tum1l to Heav’n for me. 

No looks of sullen hatred shun my presence. 

But all hearts fly to meet me as I pass ! ” 

Such thoughts once pleased you. O ye gods, what change ! 
The vilest blood was precious in your sight : 

One day I well remember, when the Senate 
Press’d you to sign a criminal’s death dodin. 

You long opposed their just severity ; 

It seem’d t^ cruel to your tender heart. 

And, troubled at the burden of a Crown, 

You said : — ** I would I knew not how to write.” 

No, be persuaded, or my death shall s{^re me 
The sight and sorrow of a blow like this : 

I cannot live. Sire, to survive your glory : 

If you are bent upon so black a de^, 

{throwing himself ai Nebo’s feet) 
Lo ! I am ready ; strike, ere you begin. 

This heart that cannot to such crimes consent : 

Send for those cruel men who so mislead you. 

And let them txy their faltering hand on me — 

But I can see my tears have touch’d my master, 

Your virtuous soul shrinks fro^ their blo^y counsels. 

Oh 1 lose no time, tell me the traitors’ names 
Who dm to prompt you to such villanies ; 

Summon your brother ; in his arms forget— 

NBBO, 

You know not what you ask. 

BVBBUS. 

He hates you not ; 

He b traduced, I know him innocent ; 
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1*11 answer for his loyalty, my lie^. 

I with all speed will hasten this glad melting 

NERO. 

Bring him to my apartments.* There await me. < 


Scene 4. 

4 

‘ Nero, Nabctsscs 

NARCISSUS. 

All is provided for so just a death ; 

I have the poiso]} ready. Famed Locusta 
Has exercised for me her utmost skill : 

She kiird a slave before my very eyes ; 

A dagger cannot make so quick an end 
As this new poison she has giVn to me. 

NERO. 

Enough, Narcissus : for these pains I thank you, 
But do not wish you to extend them further. 

NARCISSUS. 

What ! Is your hatred for Britannicus 
So^ slack that you forbid — 

NERO. 

Yes, we are friends. 

NARCISSUS. 

Far be it from me to dissuade you, Sire. 

But he so lately found himself in prison. 

That this offence will rankle in his heart 
No secrets are there time does not reveal ; 

He'll know my hand was to have offered him 
Poison prepaid for him by your command. 

May Heav'n divert his mind from such a puipose. 
But he, percliance, will do the deed yon dare not. 
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• KBBO. 

They answer for ftis heart ; I*U conq 
NABCZSBUS. 

And ifUiila’s marriage, does^hat sea] 
Are you to make this sacrifice for hiiwr 


NEBO. 


You taBe too much* concern. Be *t as it may, 

He is no longer enemy of mine. 

NABCI8SU8. 

' y^ur mother reckon’d upon this, my lord ; 

And she once more submits your will to Ij^rs. 

NEBO. 

What mean you, sirrah? Tell me what she says. 

BABCISSUS. 

She boasts of it, and publicly enough. 


Of what ? 


NEBO. 


NABCISSUS. 


That she had but to see you, Sire, 

One moment, and to all this rehemence 
And anger modest silence would succeed ; 

That you wou^ be the first to give assent 

pej^, rejoiced that she shcfiild deign to pardon 
W nat s pe^st. 

- NEBO. 

i Narcissus, tell me how to act. 

GHao would I be to punish her presumption ; 

And, if I had my wish, this fooUsh triumph 
Gbpuld (^n be follow’d by reg^t eternal.* 

Bui ^irhst will all the world say then of me ? 
Wp^’st Jhave me foUow in the steps of tyrants? 

. ^holl Bptne, all honourable titles cancell’d. 
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Leave me no other name than pc4soner ? 

Such vengeance thev would count a parijlcide. 

NARCISSUS. 

Did you expect they ’Id always hold their tonguets ? 

Is it for you to heed their idle words ? 

Shall your own wishes fade from your remembrance? 
And will you dare to thwart none but yourself? 

But you, my lord, know not whatcBonmns are ; 

They keep a better bridle on their ton^e. 

This caution is but weakness in a monarch : 

They’ll think that they deserve it, if you fear them. 
They have been long accustom’d to the yoke. 

And lick the hand &at rivets fast their fetters. 

You’ll find them ever eager to content you : 

Tiberius wearied of such cringing subjects. 

Myself, invested with a borrow’d powV, 

Which, with my freedom, I received from Claudius^ 
A hundred times, during my day of glory. 

Tried hard their patience, but it never fail’d. 

Fear you the odium of a cup of poison ? 

Destroy the brother, and desert the sister ; 

Rome on her altars will not spare the victims. 

Nor fml to find them guilty, were they pure 
From all offence ; their birthdays you will see 
Bank’d among luckless anniversaries. 

? NBBO. 

I tell you once again, I cannot do it. 

I’ve promised Burras, being forced to yield : 

Nor do I wish to break my word, and give 
His virtue arms that he may use against me. 

My courage fell before his arguments, 

Nor could I listen calmly as he spoke. 

NARCISSUS. 

Believe me, Burras thinks not as he speaks. 

His virtue shrewdly backs his interest. 

Or rather they all work with one intent : 

This stroke, they see, would shatter all their pow*r ; 
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You Vojuld be tree, mj lerd, and at jour feet 
Your masters then would bow their heads like us. 
Whatl Enow you not all that they dare to say P 
** Nero, forsooth, was never bom to rule. 

His words and deeds are such as we prescribe ; 

Burruft directs his heart, and Seneca 

His mind. The sole ambition that he, knows 

Is to be skilful in the chariot race. 

To gain the prize in meanest oom^titionB, 

To show himself in«publfo to the jEh>man8,^ 

To let his voice be hoard upon the stage. 

And win their admiration with his songs, 

While ever and anon his soldiers force 

The loud applduse that greets each fresh performance.’* 

Ah ! will you not compd them to be silent ? 

• 

NEBO. 

Narcissus, let’s go see what we should do. 


ACT V, 

Scene 1. 

Bbitannigus, Junia. 

BBITAVKICUS. 

Yes, Junia ; Nero waits me in his hall, 

Hoyrever strange it seems, to make me welcome. 
There all the youth at Court hhve been invited, 
And there ’mid festal pomp and mirth he wills 
Ojar mutual oaths should in their sight be seal’d. 
And love revived with brotherly embraces. 

His passion for yourself, source of our hatred, 

' He quenches, and makes you over his fate 
Bole arbitress. Tho* bamsh’d from the rank 
My others held, tho’ in thefr spoils he decks him 
Beforo my eyes, yet, ceasing to oppose 
Our love, he yields me the delight of pleasing 
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YotlC a*nd my heart in secret pai^rdcgots him, 

And gives up all the rest with small regret. 

No longer shall I live apart from you ! ^ 

This moment I can see without alarm 

Those eyes which neither grief nor terror moved, 

Which We for me refused tV imperial throne ! ' 

But what new fear, dear lady, thus constrains 
Your hearts* ^rticipation in my joy ? 

How is* it, while you hear me, your sad eyes 
. Oast lingering looks towards the sky above* us P 
What is it that ou dread V 


But I*m afraid. 


JUNIA. 

I scarcely know^; 
BBITAKNICnS. 


You love me? 


JUNIA. 

Can you ask it ? ^ 

BBITANKICUS. 

Nero no longer mars our happiness. ^ 

JUNIA. 

But can you guarantee me his good faith P 
BBITANNICnS. 

■Wliat! you suspect him of a secret hatred ? 

JUNIA. ’ ' 

Just now did Nero love me, swore to slay you ; ^ , 

Me he avoids, seeks you ; can change so great ' 'p': 
Be but a mementos work P , 

K '’,*>• 

BBITANNICUS. 

A master-stroke , , * / v H 
Of Agrippina's in this work I see : ’ . J." T; 

She thought my death would bring her ruin with ^ 
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flunks the foiwigUtof her jealous spirit, 

• Our bitterest enenues have fought for us. 
c My trust is in the passions she display’d^ 

In Burrus, in the Emperor himself ; 

I trust, like me, incapable of treason, 

He haWwith open heart, of hates no longer. 

JUNIA. 

j'ldge not.cSir, his feelings by your own • 

The course, you follbw is not that of Neros 
His Court and him I*ve known but for a dav. 

But here, alas, if I dare own the truth. 

How speech from what they think 

How little do the heart and tongue agree ! 

How lightly here are promises belied ! 

How strange are all their ways to you and me ! 

BllITANNICUS. 

But, be their friendship true or false, if you 
Fear Nero, is he without fear himself? 

No,, no ; he will not by so base a crime 
^re to arouse thej^ple and the senate 
Against himself. He own*d his latest wrong ; 

• He show’d remorse even before Narcissus. 

Ah ! my dear princess, had he told you how 

JUNIA. 

But are you sure Narcissus is no traitor? 

BBITAKNICUS. 

Why wouia you have me doulJt him ? 

„vv''V. JUNIA. 

■nrlirVx* a.- a ^ know 

^ut tie yoim hfe that is at stake, my prince, 

, And I r^td treachery in eveiy eye ; 

I feair, and fear the dark misfortunes 
^t iny steps. Prescient, against my will, 
fond renet I see you leave me. 

• i if toia peace, wheremth you feed your hopes 
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Should hide some secret snare agc^inst your life ; 
If Nero, bj our mutual love provoked, ^ 

Has chosen night’s deep shadows to conc^l 
His vengeance, and makes ready, while 1 see you. 
To strike ; if I should ne’er behold you more ! 

My prince ! 


BRITANKXCXJS. 

^ Dear Junia ! Do I see you weep ? 

Are my concerns of such account <to yon ? ^ 

To-day, when Nhro, swelling in his pride. 

Thought to bewitch your eyes with royal splendour, 
Here, where all shun me and pay court to him. 

Can YOU prefer my woes to all his pomp ? 

Qn this same day, and in his very palace, 

Befuse a throne,^ and weep, my love, for me P 
But dry those precious tears ; soon my return 
Will dissipate alarms. Longer delay 
May wake suspicions. Fare you well. I go. 

My heart is full of tender thoughts of you ; 

Amidst the mirth of young eyes that are blind 
To what I see, on you I’ll fondly gaze, 

And hold sweet converse. 


JUVIA. 

Prince — 


And I must go. 


BRITAKNICUS, 

They wait my coming, 

JUNIA. 

At least stay till you’re sent for. 
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Scene 2. 

Bbitannicus, •A.grippina, Junta. 

AOBIPPINA. 

Why tarry, Prince ? Go quickly ; Nero sits 
Impatiently comphuniii^ of your absence^ 

The. joy of all the guests, still incomplete, 

Waits to burst forth till you embrace each other. 

Let not so flattering a wish grow cool : 

Depart. Anfl we will find C^tavia, Madam. 

BBITANNICUS. 

Go, my fair Junia ; with your mind at ease. 

Hasten, and greet her warmly ; she expects you. 

As soon as I can do so, I will join you, 

And give you thanks, Madam, for all your kindness. 


Scene 3. 

Aobippina, Junta. 

AGBIPPINA. 

Madam, if I mistake not, you have shed 
Some parting tears, with which your eyes are dim. 
Tell me what cloud has troulfled your calm sky ? 
Doubt you the peace my pains have now secured ? 

JUNTA. 

After so many griefs this day has cost me, 

1 cannot still my agitated heart. 

Scarce ,oan I yet believe this miracle : 

A^, should 1 fear your goodness may be thwarted* 
Foxvive me, for I know the Court is fickle. 

Ana some alarm always consorts with love. 
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AOBIPPINiK ’ 

' Tve fiaid enough. The aspect of affairs ^ 

Is alter’d, and my cares leave you no ground 
To doubt it. I will answer for this peace ; 

Nero has sworn to me with surest pledges. 

1 would that you had witness’d the endearments 
With which he seal’d anew his solemn promise 1 
With vfhat affection he just now detain’d me. 
And kept his arms around me ere «we .parted I 
His ready kindn^s, written on his features, 

At first to lighter matters condescended ; 

With filial frankness, all his pride forgetting. 
Into his mother’s heart pour’d forth his fee&ngs : 
But soon resuming a severer manner. 

As of an emperor who consults his mother. 
Without reserve he trusted me with secrets 
Whereon the fortune of mankind depends. 

No, I must here confess it to his honour 
He harbours now no taint of dark resentment ; 
Our enemies alone warp’d his good nature. 

And gain’d his ear to bias him against us. 

But in its turn their influence is waning ; 

Borne soon shall recognize my pow’r once more, . 
And gladly hails the end of my disfavour. 
Meanwhile we must not tarry here till night, 

But with Octavia close this happy day 
I deem’d so fatal. 

But what strikes mine ears ? 
iJproar and tumult ! What can they be doing V 

JU^IA 

O gracious Heaven, save Britannicus I 
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• Scene 4. 

Aobippiba. Junia. Bubrtts. 


AGRIPPINA. 

Whither away so fast ? Stop, Bumis, tell me — 

• BXTRBUS. 

Madam, His done, Britannicus is dying. 


Alas ! my prince ! 


jiririA. 


AGRIPPINA. 

Dymg? 


Already dead. 


BtTRRXTS. 

Or rather. Madam, 


JUNIA. 

^ Pardon this agony. 

I go to succour, or to follow him. 


Scene 5. 

Agrippina, Burbits. 

AGRIPPINA 

Q Borrus, irhat a crime ! 


BVRBirS. 

ril not BUfriTe it. 

I seeds most the Emperor and bis Court. 


AOBiFma. 

W%at 1 Quail'd he not to shed his btoiliei^s bloods 
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BUBBUB. ' 

!M[0Tc he compass’d his design. 

Scarce did the Emperor see his brother come, 

When from his knees he raised him» and embraced him. 
And, while all stood in silence/tseized a cup : i 

To crown this day,” said he, with better welcome, 

I pour the first drops forth as my libation ; 

Ye god^, to whom 1 thus appeal, be present 
To favour now our reconciliation.*’ • , ® 

By the same oaths the young prince binds himself. 

The cup, still in his hand, is by Narcissus 
BefiU’d : but, as he touch’d it with his lips, 

No sword-thrust ever caused effect so potent) 

His eyes grew dim, their vital fire had vanish’d, 

Lifeless and cold upon his couch he fell. 

Think how this blow struck every trembling heart : 

Half of the guests with cries of fear rushed out : 

But those whose knowledge of the Court was longer 
Conform’d their countenance to Csesar’s looks, 

Which show’d no sign of wonder, as he lay 
Still on hia couch : — This maladv,” said he, 

** Of which you fear the violence, has ofttimes 
Attack’d his childhood, and is free from danger.” 
Narcissus tried in vain to seem concern’d. 

His treacherous joy betray’d itself too well. 

Let Nero, if he will, punish my boldness, 

I, passing thro’ the crowd, left his vile Court ; 

And,' overwhelm’d with grief at this foul muider, 
Mourn for the prince, fur Cssar, and for Borne. 

aubifI^ika. 

He comes. Now vou shall see if I inspired him. 
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Scene 6. 

Nero, Aorippira, Burrus, Narcissus. 
NERO (seeing Aorippina). 

Oreat gods I ^ 


AGRIPPINA. 


Stop, Nero ; I must sp^ to you 
A word or two : Britannicus is dead, 

I know the h^^nd that murder’d him. 


You. 


NERO. 

AGRIPPINA. 


VnxOt Madam ? 


NERO. 


I ? See how suspicion works umn you ! 

^ No evil happens but you hold me guilty ; 

And, if one chose to need your reckless words, 
’IVras I who cut the life of Claudius short. 

You loved his son, his death may turn your brain ; 
But for the strokes of fate I cannot answer. 


AGRIPPINA, 

No, no ; Britannicus has died of poison ; 

Narcissus did the deed, at your command. 

nbiA). 

Madam 1-rWho dares to tell you it was so ? 

NARCISSUS. 

Does this suspicion wrong you. Sire, so much P 
Madam, Britannicus had secret projects 
Which, carried out, would with goM cause have grieved 
/. joni ■ 

Bia aith .was higher than a match with Junia ; 

Tor would have suffer’d deeply for your kindness. 
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Much he deceived you, meaning, soon or late, 

To take full vengeance for his cherish’d ^rougs* 

If fate has help’d you in your own despite, 

Or OsBsar, with his knowledge of the plots 
Against your life, trusted my |aithful service, 

Lmve tears, my lady, to your enemies ; 

And let them niimbor this calamity 

With those they deem their worst : but you-^ 

AGRIPPINA. 

' Go on : 

Such ministers will win a glorious name 

For Nero. You have gone too far already 

Now to draw back. First with your brother's blood 

Beginning, 1 fore^ your hand will strike < 

Your mother next ; for in your secret heart 
You hate me, and would free you from the yoke 
Of gratitude. But I will make my death 
Useless, nor think that, dying, I w^l leave you 
In peace ; this light of day to which I gave you, 

This city, always, ev’rywhere, will show me 
Before your eyes ; Bemorse, like furies, haunt you. 

By fresh atrocities you’ll think +o calm them. 

And madness, rising like a swollen stream, 

Shall brand your life with bloodshed dire and frequent. 
But Heav’n at last, 1 hope, loathing your crimes. 

Will add another victim to the heap, 

A.nd, after wallowing in their blood and mine, 

Ihat you will be compelVd to shed your own ; 

And that posterity shall hold your name 
More odious than the cruellest of tyrants. 

This my heart tells me is your destiny. 

Farewell. Depart. 

NEEO. 

Narcissus, follow me. 
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Scene 7. 


Aobipfina, Bubbxts. 

AOBI^PIBA. 

HeaVns 1 How unjust have my suspitions beetle 
Oondemning you, and heark’ning to Narcissus ! 

Saw you, good ^urrus, what a glance of fury 
Nero left with me as his valediction? « ’ 

The die is cast, nothing will stop him now ; 

The blow foretold me is about to fall : 

And he will overwhelm you in your turn. 

BUBBUS. 

Ah ! As for me I’ve lived a day too long. 

Would Heav’n his cruelty had been so kind 
As to have tried its ’prentice hand on me ! 

Then should I have been spared the certain prospect 
Of Home’s impending ruin, which this crime 
Beveals. It is not that the deed alone 
Wakes my despair, since jealousy might prompt 
The fratricide ; but, to be candid, Madam, 

’Twas Nero’s coolness as he saw him die. 

The look of unconcern already fix'd 
That marks the tyrant long inured to crime. 

Xiet him complete his work, and put to death 
A troublesome adviser, who can bear him 
No longer. Ear from wishing to escape 
The quickest doom shall be to me most welcome. 


Scene 8. 

Aobippxna, Bubbus, Albixa. 

ALBINA. 

Ah, llfadam ! run and save the Emperor : 
Qo, Burras, go ; Us madness masters him. 
Parted for ever from all hope of Junia^ 

- T 
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AOBIPPINA. 

What ! Has the princess then ended heij^lif e 9 

ALBINA. 

To overwhelm him with eternal sorrow, 

Tho* yet alive, Junia is dead for him. 

You know how hunSedly she left this spot, 

Feignihg that she would visit sad Octavia. 

But soon she tum*d aside, and took her way 
Where I could follow her, as on she sped. 

^She pass’d distracted thro’ the palace gates ; 

But, when she saw the statue of Augustus, 

She with her tears bedew’d his marble feet, . 

Clinging around them closely with her arms : 

Prince, by the.se knees,” said she, which I embrace, 
Protect me now, last of thy family ; 

Rome has just witness’d, slaughter’d in thy palace. 

The only one of thy descendants left 

Who might have l^en like thee. They would have had m« 

Prove false to him. To keep my faith unsullied, 

I here devote me to the immortal gods, 

Whose altars, through thy virtue, thou dost share.” 
Meanwhile the people, wondering at the sight. 

From all directions fly, and throng around her. 

Pitying her sorrow, melted at her tears. 

And with one voice they promise to defend her. 

They lead her to the temple, where so long 
Our virgins, vow’d to serve at Vesta’s shrine. 

Keep faithful watch over the precious fire 
That bums for ever there. Osesar looks on. 

Nor dares to interfere as thoy depart. 

Embolden’d by the wish to please his master. 

Narcissus lays a sacrilegious hand 
On Junia, and, without alarming her. 

Tries to detain her. But a thousand blows 
Punish his rashness, and the damsel’s robes 
Are sprinkled wi^ his blood. In dumb surprise . 

The Emperor leaves him in their hand, and goes 
Back to his palace, and his sullen silence 
Forbids approach ; xmly the name of Junia ^ 
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Escapee his lips. With yigue uncertain steps 

g walks, wiw downcast^and bewilder’d eyes ; 

d xxfhch 1 fear^hat, night and solitude 
Combining to embitter his despair. 

If yoii should longer fail to bring him succour. 
His giief^may hurry him to aelf-destruction. 
Time presses : run ! Or, in a fit of passion, 

He’U take his life. * 

^ AGRIPPINA. 

•*Tis justly forfeited ! • 

But Burrus, let us see how far his transports 
Are like to go, whether remorse will change him, 
And he henceforth will list to better counsel. 

BURRUS. 

1 would to Heav’n this crime might be his last ! 




BERENICE. 




INTRODUCTION TO BEJIBNICE. 

T TNKNOWN to each other both Corneille and Kacine 
^ had been ^quested by Henrietta, Duchess of Orleans, 
the daughter of our Charles I., to write a tragedy on the 
parting of Titus and Berenice, and both poets fell in with 
the suggestion. It is said that she had a f)ersonal motive 
in doing so, inasmuch as tender passages had occurred 
between herself and Louis XIV. Though a finer tragedy 
than Corneille’s Tite et Berenice,” Bacine’s play is, taken 
as a whole, decidedly tedious ; and the criticism which was 
pronounced upon it by a candid friend, in the words of a 
well-known song, is hardly too severe ; — 

Marion pleare, Marion cri?, 

Marion vent qu’on la marie.’* 

which may be rendered — 

“ Why does Mary cry so sadly ? 

Mary wants a husband badly.’’ 

The first performance seems to have taken place in 1670, 
or early, in the following year. 



CHARACTEES. 


Titus, mperor of Borne. 
^EREMiGE, qeuen of Palestine. 
Antiocuus, king of Comniagene 
Pxvuvvs, friend of TUm, 
AMKCEiS, friend of Antiockus. 
P'Rmiov^t friend of Bermice. 
Butilus, <1 Boman, 

/»/ T&f/je 


The scene is laid at Rome, in a chamber between the apartments of 
I'itus and those of Berenice. 



BERENICE. 


ACT I. 

Scene 1. 

Antiochus, Absacbs. 

AITTIOCHUS. 

Let us staj here a moment ! All this pomp 
Is a new sight to you, my Arsaces. 

This chamber so superb, and so secluded» 

Is ofttimes privy to the Emperor’s secrets ; 

Hither he sometimes from the Court retires, 

To pour his passion forth into the ears 
Of J^renice. Thro’ this door he passes 
From his apartments ; that one leads to hers. 

Oo, tell her I regret to trouble her, 

But must entreat a secret interview. 

ABSACES. 

To trouble her, my lord ! And you her friend. 

So true generous in your care for her ! 

Het lover once, Antiochus, whom all 
The East holds great among her greatest monarchs ! 
What I Tho’ in hope she shares the throne with Titus, 
Is she so far removed in rank from you ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Go, nor concern yourself with other matters, 

^ if X soon may speak vdth her in private. 
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Scene 2. 

Antiochus. 

Antiochus, art thou the same ever ? ^ 

Canst say to her, “ I Jove thee,” without trembling ? 
I quake already, and my throbbing heart 
Dreads now as much as it desired this moment. 

Has not fair Berenice slain my hopes, 

And did she not enjoin eternal silence ? 

Five years have they been dead ; and, till this day. 
My passion has assumed the mask of friendship. 

Can I expect the destined bride of Titus 
To hear me better than in Palestine ? 

He weds her. Hrve I then until this hour 
Delay’d to come and own me still her lover ? 

What fruit will follow from a rash confession ? 

Since part we must, let’s part without displeasure. 

I will withdraw unseen, and from her sight 
Go, to forget her, or perchance to die. 

What ! suffer torments that she knows not of 
For ever, and for ever feed on tears ! 

Fear to offend her now when losing her ! 

And why, fair queen, should I incur thine anger ? 
Come I to ask you to resign the throne 
Of empire, and to love me ? J^ay, I come 
Only to say that, flatter’d for so long 
By^hope that obstacles might cross my rival. 

To-day 1 find he can do all, and Hymen 
Has lit his torch. Vain all my constancy ! 

After five years of love and w^ted hopes, 

I leave thee, faithful still, tho’ hope be dead, 

Can that displease her? Hay she needs must pity ; 
In any case 1 can hold out no longer. 

And wherefore should a hopeless lover fear. 

Who is resolved to see her nevermore P 
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Scene 3. 

Aetiochus, Absaces* 

ANTIOCHTTS. 

Have we admittance ? 


• ABSACES. 

I have seen tbe Qltieen ; 

But hard it was to struggle thro’ the crowd 
That surged around of ever fresh adorers, 

Attracted by*the news of coming greatness. 

Titus, eight days in strict seclusion spent, 

Ceases at length to mourn his father s lois. 

And gives himself once more to amorous cares ; 

And, may I trust the rumours of the Court, 

Perhaps ere nightfall happy Berenice 

Shall change the name of Queen for that of Empress. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Alas! 

ABSACES. 

Can this report disturb my lord? 

ANTIOCHU8. 

So then 1 cannot speak with her alone ? 

ABSACES. 

Sire, you shall see her; I hafe told the Queen 
You wish to have a secret interview, 

'And with a look she deign’d to grant assent. 

Willing to lend herself to your entreaty : 

Doubtless she waits a favourable moment 
T* eto^pe from troublesome congratulations. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

’Tis well. But has my Arsaces neglected 
ITone of the weighty matters he was charged with ? 
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AB8ACE8. 

You know, my lord, my prompt obedience.* 

Skips have been fitted out at Ostia, 

Beady to quit the port at any moment, 

And stay but for your orders. But I know noi 
Whom you are sendipg back to Commagene 

ANTIOCHUS. 

When I have seen her, then departure follows. 

ABSACE8. 

Who must depart ? 

V ANTIOCHUS 

Myself. 

ABSACES. 

You? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

^ When I leave 

This palace, I leave Borne , and that for ever. 

ABSACES 

Tour words surprise me, and with justice, Sire. 

After Queen Berenice for so long 

Has forced you to forsake your throne and country, 

Betaimng you for three whole years at Borne ; 

And when this queen, her victory achieved. 

Expects your presence at her royal nuptials, 

When amorous Titus, giving her his hand. 

Surrounds her with a glory which reflects 
Its hght on you — 

1 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Let her enjoy her fortune ! 

We’ve talk’d enough. Fray, leave me^ Araaces. 
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* ABSACBS. 

I Understand ydti. Sire. These dignities 

Have made the Queen ungrateful for jour kindness ; 

* Friendship betray’d brings hatred in its train. 

ANTIOCHUS. , 

No, Arsaces, I never held her dearer. 

‘ ABSACES. 

Has then the Emperor, dazzled with new splendour. 
Ventured to slight you ? Does his waning favour 
Warn you to take your flight from him and Borne ? 

ABTIOCUVS. 

Titus is constant as a friend can be ; 

I should do wrong to blame him. 

ABSACES. 

Why depart, then ? 

Some fancy makes you your own enemy. 

HeaVn places on the throne a prince who loves you. 
Who erst was witness of your valiant prowess. 

When in his steps you follow’d death and glory ; 

Who, aided by your valour, in the end 
Beduced beneath his yoke the rebel Jews. 

With mingled pride and pain he well remembers 
The day that closed the long and doubtful siege. 

The enemy upon their triple rampart 
Watch’d at their ease our ineffectual efforts, 

And all in vain we plied the Sattering ram. 

Xbu, you alone, bearing a ladder, brought 
Death and destruction, as you scaled their walls. 

Inat day had well nigh proved your last, and Titus 
Embxacra you, lying wounded in my arms. 

While Borne’s victorious legions wept your fall. 

And now the time is come for you to reap 
The fruit of aU the blood they saw you shed. 

If, e^r to behold your realm again, 

You weary of a life without a sceptre. 
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Gan you not wait at least till, honpnr laden 
Prom Osesar’s triumph, glad Euphrates greet you 
With such additions to your royal title ' 

As R()tne bestows in token of her friendship ? 

Can nought prevail to change your purpose. Sire ? 
You answer nothing ! 


ANTIOCHUS. 

What wouldst have me say ? 
I wait to have a wor/i with Berenice. 

ABSACES. 

And then, my lord? 


ANTIOCHUS. 

Hers will decide my fate. 


How, Sire ? 


ABSACES. 


ANTIOCHUS. 

I wait to learn from her own lips 
The truth or falsehood of the voice of rumour 
That seats her on th’ imperial throne with Titus. 
If she is pledged to wed him, I go hence. 

ABSACES. 

.Aiiid why so fatal in your eyes, this marriage ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

The rest I’ll tell you after we are gone. 

ABSACES. 

In what perplexity your words involve mf ! 

ANTIOCHUS. 

She comes. Farewell. Do all that I have said. 
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Scene 4. 

Berenice, Antiochus, Phcenice. 

BEBGNICE. 

At last from these oppressive gi*atulations 
I steal away, from friends made mine by fortune ; 
Escaping from their vain and tedious homage, 

To find a friend whose ^ords come from Ijis heart, 
ril not deny it, that my just impatiei^ 

Blamed you for some degree of negligence. 

“ Why does Antiochus,” said I, “ whose care 
For me has h&d for witness Borne and Asia, 
Constant and true, whatever cross’d my path, 

In close attendance on my varied fortunesf; 

Why, when to-day Heav’n seems to promise me 
An honour that I fain would share with him, 
Hides he himself, and leaves me to the mercy 
Of stranger crowds ? ” 


ANTIOCHUS. 

’Tis true then. Madam, is it i 
Am I to understand from what you say 
That your long wooing is to end in marriage ? 

BERENICE. 

I will confide to you my late alarms. 

The last few days not without tears I’ve spent ; 

The mourning ntus on his Court imposed 
Had held his love suspended ^’en in secret ; 

No more for me that ardour he display’d 
When by my eyes entranced the livelong day 
'^He sat, an4 sigh’d, and could not speak for tears ; 

He bade me for a while a sad farewell. 

Think how I must have grieved, whose fervent passion 
Adores him for himself idone, as ofttimes 
To Von I’ve own’d ; who, were his state as mean 
As exalted, would have chosen him 
But fot his virtues. 
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ANTIOCHtrl^ 

Has he now resulted 

His amorous suit ? 

bereiTice. 

Fou witness’d how last night y 
The senate, seconding his pious cares, 

Eoroll’d his father as a deity. 

His filial duty, ^tisfied thereby, 

•Has given place to fove and care for me. 

E’en at this moment, tho’ he told me not 
Of his intention, his command has gather’d 
The senate, that the bounds of Palestine * 

May beyond Syria and Arabia reach ; 

And if I may believe his friends’ report 
And his own promise sworn a thousand times# 

He will crown Berenice Queen of all, , 

Adding to other titles that of Empress. 

Hither he comes himself for my assurance* 

ANTIOCHUS. 

And I am come to bid farewell for ever. 

BERENICE. 

Farewell for ever ! What is this you say ? 

Ppnee, you look pale, and trouble dims your eye 1 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Yes, I must leave you. • 

BERENIOS. 

What ! may I not know 

The reason — 

ANTXooHUs (aside). 

Without seeing her again 
’Twere better to have gone. 
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BERENICE. 

^ * What fear you? speak: 

Why keep me in iuspense ? What mystery 
Surrounds this parting ? 

^ ANTIOCHUS. 

’Tis to yoiMr command 
I bow, remember, as you hear me now 
For the last time. If from your present greatness 
Tour memory TCcaUs ydur birthplace, Mt^^am, 

You cannot have forgotten that my hSart 
There felt love’s arrows first from your sweet eyes : 
Agrippa gave his sanction to my passion. 

And, as yourT^rother, spoke on my behalf ; 

Nor seem’d you angry at the suit so urged. 

But to my loss came Titus, saw, and won* 

Your admiration dazzled by a hero 

Who carried in his hands the wrath of Borne. 

Judsea quail’d before him, and I fell 
The earliest victim of his vanquish’d foes. 

Sdon did your lips, making my fate more bitter, 

Bid mine be silent. Long did 1 dispute 
That cruel sentence, with my eyes I spoke. 

Follow’d you everywhere with sighs and tears. 

At last your rigour turn’d the trembling scale, 

I must conceal my passion, or be banish’d. 

You made me swear obedience to that compact : 

But I confess, e’en at that very moment. 

When you extorted promise so unfair, 

I swore that 1 would never cease to love you. 

BERENICE. 

Alas, what Voids are these ? . 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Five years have I 
Quell’d mine own heart, and will be silent still. 

I follow’d my victorious rival’s arms, 

Aud hoped, since tears were vain, that I might shed 
h 2 
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My Uood } or that my name, by many a feat ^ ^ 

Renowned, might reach your earSf^d^^ to my voice. 
Heav’n seem’d disposed to end my misery, 

Yon mourn’d my death, but a worse fate Ws mine, 

And, disappointed, I survived the danger. 

The Em]>eror’s valour more than match’d my rage ; 

His merit I must own with trtfe esteem. ^ ** 

Tho* near in prospect gleam’d th’ imperial sceptre, 

The darling of the universe, and lov^ 

Bv you, he seem’d the mark for every blow ; 

Whilst hopeless, scorn’d, and weary of his life. 

His hapless rivaf foKow’d where he led. 

. I see your heart echoes my praise of him 
In secret, and, attentive to my tale 
Of woe, you hear me now with less regret, • 

For Titus’ sake forgiving all the rest. 

At last the loi^ and cruel siege was o’er. 

He tamed the rebels left by feuds intestine. 

By fire and famine, bleeding, sick, and pale, 

And laid their ramparts low ’neath heaps of ruins. 

Borne saw you with the conqueror arrive. 

How in my desert home I pined and languish’d ! 

Long stay’d I roaming about Ceesarea, 

Those charming gardens where 1 leam’d to love you. 

And made my quest for you thro’ your dominions 
Sad at your absence, sought to trace your steps, 

And wept my failure ; till in mere despair. 

Master’d by grief, I turn’d tow’rds Italy ; 

Where Pate reserved for me her latest stroke. 

Tttus, embracing me, brought me to you ; 

A veil of friendship so deceived you both 
That you reveal’d your love to me who loved you. 

But still some lin^ring ho^ soothed my displeasure,' 
Borne and Vespasian frown’d upon your sighs, ^ 

For all his conquests Titus might be foil’d. 

. The sire is dead, and now the son is master. 

Why fled I not at once ? Some days I wish’d , 

Wherein to watch the progress of e^Ehirs. 

My cup is full of sorrow, yours of joy. 

You, without me, will have enough to witness « 

Your happiness with glad cougratulationB. 
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I, who could only add ill-omen’d tears, 

Too constant victim of tf fruitless love, ' 

Be^eved to tell j^is stoiy of my woes, 

Stain'd by n‘o wild revenge, to her who caused them, 
Depart, altho’ 1 love you more than ever. 

bebIsnige. 

I would not have believed that on thil day 
Which is to join my destiny with CeBsar's, 

1 could have suffered mcwtal, imrebuked. 

To tell me to my face he is my lover. • • 

But friendship kept me silent ; for its sake 
I paordon language that might well offend mo, 

Nor check'd the torrent of unjust upbraiding ; 

Yet more, I grieve to hear that we must part. 

Heav’n knows that in the midst of all my honours 
I yearn’d for one thing more, that you might witness 
My joy ; like all the world I held your virtues 
Bstwm'd ; my Titus met your admiration 
With warm regard. And many a time 1 joy’d 
As if with Titus when I talk'd with you. 

ANTIOCHUfl. 

’Tis this that wings my flight. 1 shun, too late. 

Converse wherein you give no thought to me. 

I fly from Titus, from a name that tortures 
Each moment that your cruel lips repeat it. 

Shall I say more ? I cannot b^ those eyes 
Whose absent gaze seems fix’d upon another. 

Farewell. Your image in my heart abides ; 

I go to wait for death, still loving you. 

But fear not that my passion deluded 

'Vf^ill make ^e world resound with my misfortunes : 

The tidings of a death that I desire 
Alone will tell you that I lived so long. 

Farewell. 
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Scene 5. 

Berenice, Pho&nxce. 

PHOSIPKCE. 

Ah, howfl pity him ! Such faith 
Deseryed a happier lot. Madam, do you 
Not pity him ? 

BERENICE. 

This sudden parting leaves me 
(I own it, my Phoenice) secret sorrow. 

PHCENICE. 

I would haye ke^ him hack. 

BERENICE. 

I keep him back ! 

Nay, 1 should rather force me to forget him. 
Would’st have me, then, encourage a mad passion ? 

PHCENICE. 

Not yet has Titus all his heart unbosomed. 

With eyes of jealousy Borne sees you. Madam ; 

I dread for you the rigour of her laws, 

They count a foreign marriage a disgrace : 

All monarchs Borne detests, and Berenice 
Is one. 


BERENICE. 

The time is gone when I could tremble. 

The Emperor loves me, and his word has pow'r 
Unlimited. He’ll see the senate bring me 
Their homage, and the people crown his statues 
With garlands. 

Have you seen this night’s rare splendour? 
Are not your eyes fill’d with its dazzling gloiy ? “ 

That funeral pyre, the darkness lost in light 
Of blazing torches, armies with their eagles. 
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Lijng lines of ligtors, consuls, senators, 

crowd of Kings, and all with glory Arrow’d 
From Titus; gold and purple which enhanced 
His majesty, and bays that crown’d the victor ; 

All eyes of visitors from eviry land 
Turning their eager gaze on him alone; 

That noble carriage, and that air benign, — 

Good gods ! wij;h what affection and respect 
All hearts assured* him of their loyaltv ! • 

Could any then behold him and not tnink, 

As I did, that, however lowly bom. 

The world would still have own’d him as its master? 

But whither does my fond remembrance wander? 
All Borne, Phoenice, at this very moment 
Offers her vows for Titus, and with smoVb 
Of sacrifice inaugurates his reign. 

Why should we linger? Let us add our pray’rs 
For his success to Heav’n that watches o’er him. 
Then straightway, without waiting to be summon’d, 
I’ll seek him, and in loving colloquy 
Say all that warm affection, long repress’d, 

Inspires in hearts contented with each other. 


ACT IL 
Scene 1. 

Titus, Paulinos, Attendants. 

TITUS. 

Oomn^agene’s monarch been inform’d 
That I desire to see him ? 

PAULINOS. 

To the Queen 

t W(^t, and found the Prince had been with her. 
But he was gone or ever I arrived. 

I have left word to let him know your wishes. 
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TITXTS. 

’Tie well. And what does she. Queen Berenice ? 
PAULilIhus 

The Queen this monfent, grateful for jour goodness, 
Loads Heav*n with pray’rs for your prosperity. 

She IS gone forth, my lord. « 


Alas ! 


TITUS 

Too kind a Princess ! 


PAULINUS. 

Wliy breathe for her that sigh of sorrow ? 
When well nigh all the East will bow before her, 
Needs she your pity ? 


TITUS 

Let us talk in private. 


8cem 2. 

Titus, Paulinus. 

TITUS j 

Borne, still uncertain of my purpose, waits 
To learn the future fortune of the Queen ; 

The secrets of her heart and mine, Riulinus, 

Are now become the theme of every tongue. 

’Tis time that I should make my meaning plaiiii 
What says the public voice of her and me f , 
Tell me, what hear you ^ 

PAUI.INU8, 

By all lips, my liege^ 

X hear your virtues and her beauty pral^. 
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TITirS. 

What say they of the sighs I breathe for her? 

What end expect they of a love so faithful ? 

PAULlNirS. ^ 

Nought balks your pow’r ; love on, or quench this passion, 
The Court will be subservient to your wishes. 

TITUS. 

Ah yes, I know the Court is insince:^. 

Too ready alws^s to content its masters, 

Approving e’en, a Nero’s horrid crimes ; 

1 Ve seen them on their knees adore his madness. 

I will not take for juc^e a servile Court, * 

I’ll play my part upon a nobler stage ; 

And, without giving ear to Flattery’s voice, 

I wish to hear the heart of Borne thro’ you, 

Aa you have promised. Fear and reverence 
Close me the door to murmurs and complaint : 

For better eyes and ears, my dear Paulinus, 

To you I make appeal, and borrow yours : 

’Tis this return I ask for private friendship, 

3hat what my people feel you should express, 

That thro’ the mists of flattery the truth 
Should reach me, thanks to your sincerity. 

, then. For what must Berenice look ? 

WiU !l^me to her show harshness or indulgence ? 

Am I to think that she would be offended 
Were Queen so fair to grace ti’ imperial throne ? 

PAULINUS. 

Dodbt Hot, nyr lord, be ’t reason or caprice, 

Borne i(rill be loath to have her for an Empress. 

They kis^ow her charms, and own that hand so fair 
May 'Seem tb you worthy to wield your sceptre ; 

No Jj^man dame, say they, has heart more noble ; 

She a thousand virtues, but, my lord. 

She i4 a Qu^. Borne, "by a changeless law 
Admits no foreign blood with hers to mingle, 



344 • racinb’s works. [act il 

Nor will she recognize the lawless issue 
Of unions which our customs have forbidden. 

Rome, too, you know, when banishing her Kings, 
Condemn’d that name, so sacred hitherto. 

To the black stigma of eternal hatred ; 

And, tho’ she stoops^ submissive to her Ceesars, 

That hatred, the last relic of her pride. 

Survives in hearts whence freedom has departed. 

Julius, whose martial glory first subdued her, 

.And drown’d thb voice of law ’mid din of arms, , 

Smitten with Cleopatra’s beauty, fear’d 
To wed her, and in Egypt left her lonely 
To mourn his absence. Antony, whose lov& 

Made her his idol, in her lap forgot 4 
Country and faive, yet dared not call her wife : 

Rome track’d the traitor to his charmer’s knees. 

Nor let her vengeful fury be disarm’d 
Till she had overwhelm’d the amorous pair. 

Since then, my lord, Caligula and Nero, 

Monsters whose very name I blush to mention. 

Whose outward aspect only show’d them human, 

Who trampled under foot all other laws. 

Fear’d this one only, and refrain’d from lighting 
Before our eyes a hymeneal torch 
Hateful to !^me. You bade me speak with frankness. 
We’ve seen the brother of the freedman Pallas, 

Felix, whose back still bears the brand of Claudius, 
Become the husband of two foreign Queens, 

And, if I needs must tell unvamish’d truth. 

Both Queens were of the blood of Berenice. 

Think you that Borne withofit offence could fee 
Partner of Csesar’s bed this Eastern princess, 

Whose countrymen beheld one of our slaves 
Leave chains and fetters for their Queens’ caresses 
Thus public feeling views your present passion ; 

Nor am I sure that, ere this sun has set, ^ . 

The senate will not, in the name of Borne, . ' ^ V 

Repeat to you what I have dared to say, 

And the whole city, falling at your feet. 

Add their entreaties for a choice more worthy 7. 

Of you and them. Weigh well what you wifi answer^ 
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TITTTS. 

Ahr! What a love they wish me to renounce f 

PAU^INUB. 

That love is ardent, I must e’en confers it. 

TITUS. 

Stronger a thousand timhs than you can think. 

It has become to me a needful pleasuih * 

To see her every day, and win her favour. 

Yet more, (no secrets have I with Faulinus,) 

How oft has Heav’n received my warmest thanks 

For her, that she embraced my father’s side 

In Edom, and beneath his banners ranged 

The armies of the East, and, all mankind 

Bousing, entrusted to his peaceful sway 

Borne, drunk with blood ! I wish’d my father’s throne, 

E’en I, Faulinus, who to save his life 

Would willingly have died, had Pate consented 

To lengthen out the thread of his existence : 

And all in hopes, (how ill a lover knows 
What he desires !) to share that throne with her. 

Her love and loyalty to recognize, 

And lay my heart with all the world before her. 

In spite of all my love and all her beauty. 

After so many oaths, so many tears, 

Now when I have the pow’r to crown such charms, 

Now wh^n my heart adores her more than ever. 

And can, united to her own in marriage, 

Fay in one day the vows of five long years, 

I am about— xe gods, how shall I say it ? 

FAULINUS. 

What, Sire? 

TITUS. 

To part from her for evermore. 

This moment only seals my heart’s surrender : 

If 1 desired to hear your frank avowal, 

’Twas only that youy zeal might aid in secret 



[for It 


846 t BACINB’a VOBKS. 

4 

Th’ extinction of a love with anguish silenced. 

Long has fair Berenice held the balance ** 

Suspended, and if glory outweighs passion, 

Believe me it has been a desp’rate conflict, 

From which my heart will bi^d for many a day. 

Calm was life’s ocea^i when love’s bark I launch’d^ 
sceptre of the world by other hands 
Was sway’d. Consulting no one but myself, 

Free felt 1 to indulge each amoroils sigh ; 

JBut scarce had Ueav’n recall’d my father’s spirit. 

And 1, with sad farewell, had closed his eyes. 

When I awoke from that fools’ paradise. 

I* felt the burden that was laid upon me, * 

I knew that soon, instead of soft indulgence, 

I should be call’d on to renounce myself, 

And that Heav’n’s choice, thwarting the course of love, 
Would make the world henceforth engross my care. 

1 o-day Rome watches my new line of conduct ; 

What shame for me, for her what evil omen. 

If at my first step all her claims I spurn’d, 

And ba^ my happiness upon the ruin 
Of ancient laws ! Bent on this sacrifice, 

I wish’d to break the blow to Berenice : 

But where can 1 begin ? These last eight days, 

How oft have I been minded to disclose 
My purpose ! And each time my tongue refused 
To speak a single word, as if ’twere frozen 
Within my mouth. I hoped the pain I felt 
Might give her warning of our common woe : 

But touch’d by my alarm, all unsuspecting. 

She sought to dry the tears ifrhose source she knew not, 
And nought foreboded less than that a love, 

So well deserved, was drawing to an end. 

At length this morning I have steel’d my heart 
To tell the truth : Paulinus, I must see her. 

I wait to ask Antioohus to take 

This precious charge, no longer mine to guard, 

Back to the Eastern clime from which she came. 
To-morrow Borne shall see the Queen depart^ 

With him. Soon she shall learn her fate from me* 
When for the last time we converse together. ^ 



BEEISNICE. 


V] 


PAULINTTS. 

\hi no lesB^from that heroic soul 
jTVictory has follow’d everywhere. 
m Judsea, and her smoking ramparts, 
u fnonuments of noble* courage, 

M me well enough you would not mar 
jitme that you have won by feats of arms, 
jthat the victor of so many nations 
(ler or later would suodue his pass^ns* 


TITUS. 

tnder what s^cious names does Glory mask 
Her cruel will ! How would her charms seem fairer, 
Were it but death she call’d on me to faco! 

Till now, ’twas Berenice who inspired 
The ardour that I felt for her attractions. 

Tou know that once Benown no lustre shed 
Around my name ; brought up at Nero’s Court, 

My youth, by ill ecample led astray. 

Too prone to heed the voice of self-indulgence. 
Scorn’d nobler aims, Paulinus. Berenice 
Enthrall’d fdy heati;. What cannot Love achieve 
To please the loved one, and to win tho’ vanquish’d ? 
I s^ient my blood ; all to my sword gave way ; 
Triumphant I return’d. But tears and blood 
Sufficed not to deserve my lady’s favour ; 

A thousand wretches bless’d the aid I brought them. 
On every side they saw my bounty spread, 

And I was happy, more than ybu can guess. 

When in her eyes I read warm approbation 
Of countless hearts won by my benefits. 

I owe her all. And what reward is hers ? 

Tbski debt about to be flung back upon her ! 

As recompense for virtues so unrivall’d 
My tongue will say : ” Depart, see me no more ” 

^ PAUXiIHUS. 

What, Sire, is all tiiat new-born grandeur nothing. 
Which tp Euphrates will extend her pow’r ? 
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Honours so great as to surprise ^he senate^ 
A hundred tribes added to her dominiont' 
Are novel tokens of ingratitude. 


Weak trifles to engage so great a sorrow ! 

I know too well how Berenice's heart 

Craves nothing but mine own. I loved her fondly, 

And was beloved as well. Since 4hat glad day, 

^(Should I not lUther call it most disastrous), 

Loving me only for myself, in Borne 
A stranger, unfamiliar with my Court, 

She lives without a wish but for the hour «• 

When she may see my face, meanwhile content 
To wait. And jE at times my footstep lingers, 

And I appear not at th* expected moment, 

I find her when 1 come all bathed in tears. 

Which long refuse my efforts to dispel them. 

All the most binding ties of love, reproacjhes 
That sweetly merge in transports of delight 
Dash'd with fresh fears, charms uncoustrain’d by art, 
Beauty and virtue, all I find in her. 

For five whole years have I beheld her daily, 

And every day her face wears new attractions. 

No more I’ll think of it. Let’s go, Paulinus, 

My resolution wavers while we linger. , 

Great Heav'ns, that I should greet her with such tidings ! 
Once more, let's go, I must not hesitate. 

I know my duty, 'tis for me to follow ; 

Without concern whether I live or die. 


Scene 3. 

Titus, Paulinus,^ Butilus. 

BUTILUS. 

The Queen, your Majesty, would speak with jdu. 


Alas, Paulinus ! 


TITUS. 
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PiLITLINUS. 

• Drawing back already ! 
Beanember, Sire, your noble resolution ; 
Now is the time. 


T«rU8. 

"Well see her. Let her come. 


Scene 4. 

Titus, Berenice, Paulinus, Phcenice. 

BERENICE. 

Be not offended, if my zeal outruns 
Discretion, and disturbs your privacy. 

While your Court, gathering around, repeat 
The favours show'r’d so freely on my head. 

Sir, is it right that 1 at such a moment 
Should stay alone, and gratitude be silent ? 

I know your friend sincere, nor need I shun 

His presence, well acquainted as he is 

With our hearts’ secret ; you have done with inourniiig. 

Nought hinders you, and yet you seek me not. 

1 hear.,you offer me another scej^tre, 

But from yourself I hear no word of it. 

Let us have more repose and less display ; 

Is your love dumb except before the senate ? 

Ah, Titus (for my heart disowns tliose titles 
Of majesty which fear and reverence prompt), 

Why should your love be bui*8en’d with such cares ? 

Are crowns the only prize that it can offer Y 
How long have you supposed I covet grandeur ? 

A sigh, a Icwk, a word that falls from you, 

Are all th’ ambition of a heart like mine. 

See me more often, and come empty handed. 

Is all your time devoted to your empire ? 

Eight days have pass’d, and have you nought to tell me ? 
One word would reassure this timid heart ! 

But was your speech of me, when 1 surprised you? 
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WerS my concerns the subject of ^isoouxse ? 
Was I at least, Sir, present to yoftr thought ? 

< 

TITUS. 

Of that you may be sure : for Heav'u is witness 
That Berenice is before me airways. 

Nor time, nor absence, once again I swear it, 
Can banish you from my adoning soul. 

BERBNICErf' 

^(Vhy, what is this ? ^ You swear eternal ardour, 
But, even while you swear, are cold as ice ! 

Why make appe^ to Heaven’s omnipotence ? 
What need have I of oaths to stren^hen trUst ? 
I have no wish to think you false, my lord. 

And will believe r^he witness of a sic^m 


Madam— 


TITUS. 


BBBBKIOE. 


I listen. But, without reply, 

You turn away your eyes and seem perplex'd ! 
Why is your countenance so full of woe ? 

Will you for ever mourn your father’s death ? 
Can nothing charm away this gnawing sorrow ? 


TITUS. 

Ah ! would to Heav’n my father yet were living, 
How happy should I be ! 

BEBENIOE. 

Sir, this regret 

Does honour to your filial piety, 

But to his memory your tc^ nave paid 
Due tribute. Other cares you owe to Borne ; 

I dare not say how much your glory moves 
My own concern. Once I could soothe your troubl 
And Berenice’s voice you heard with pleasure ; 

For your sake vex'd with manifold nusEortunes^ 
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A word from you has made me check my tears. 

Yoti mourn a father : ’tis ^ common sorrow, 

While 1 (the bare remembrance makes me shudder^) 
So d^rly tom frOln him whom more than life 
1 loted, the an^ish of whose heart you know 
When parted i^m my Titus for a moment, 
li who wjuld die if banish'd from your sight. 

Never to see you tnore — , 


TITIJS. 

Alas ! What say ^ou ? 

Why choose this time ? Pray cease, fof pity’s sake : 
Your kindness crushes an ungrateful wreteh. 

BSBENICE. 

Ungrat^tul ! can it be that you are that ? 

Are you so weary of my tenderness ? * 

TITUS. 

No, never ; since 1 must the truth confess, 

My heart bums now with fiercer flames than ever. 

Butr— 


BERENICE. 

Speak. 


TITUS. 

Alas! 


BERENICE. 

d-rk rkn 


TITUS. 

Borne and the empin 


'BXlWVffTnV 

uir.Bii qsmO 

‘ TITUS. 

> Let’s go, Paulinua ; I am dumi 
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Scene 

( • 
Berenice, Phcbkige. • 

BEREJ2«7ICB. 

So soon to leave ! and witbout a word ! 

A doleful meeting truly, dear Phoenice ! 

What have I done ? What means he by this silence ? 

« 

" < PUCENICE. 

Like you Pin puzzled to account for it. 

Does nothing to your memory occur 

Which may have raised a prejudice against you ? 

Consider well. ^ 

(I 

BERENICE. 

Alas ! you may believe me, 

The more I wish to bring to mind the past. 

Prom the first day I saw him till €his hour, 

The only fault I find is too much fondness. 

You heard us. Tell me frankly, my Phoenice, 

Did I say anything that could displease him 
I know not if, perchance, with too much heat 
I scorn’d his gifts, or blamed the grief that vex’d him- 
Ts it his people’s hatred that he dreads? 

He fears, it may be, to espouse a Queen. 

Alas, if that were true. — It cannot be, 

A hundred times at least he has assured me 
He slights their cruel laws. Why does he not 
Explain so harsh a silence? This suspense 
Will kill me. How could 1 endure to live 
Neglected, feeling I had him offended? 

Let us go after him. But thro’ my brain 
Plashes a thought that may the source reveal 
Of this disorder. Has he leam’d where loves 
Antiochus ? Can that have moved his anger? 

1 heard the King was summon’d to his presence. 

Why further seek for cause of my distress ? 

Doubtless this trouble that has so alarm’d me 
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la but a light suspicion, ;vrhich with ease 
May be disarm'd. This feeble victory 
BrSigs me no piWe, my Titus. Would to Hea>’n 
A rival worthier of your jealous fears 
Might try my faith, and offer empire wider 
Than >Bome can boaat, to pay me for my love ; 
While you had nought to give me buj yourself ! 
Then would you see, victorious and beloved. 

How much I prize your heart, my dearest Titus. 
Cqme, let us go? One Word will clear his doubts. 
Let me take courage, I can please him^stil'l 
Too soon have I counted myself unhappy ; 

'Titus must love me if his heart is jealous. 


ACT III. 

Scene 1. 

Titus, Antiocitus, Arsacfs 

TITUS. 

So you would leave us, Prince ! What sudden rei 
Speeds your departure, shall I say your flight Y 
W[ould you have gone in secret, without taking 
Our farewell wishes ? Is it as a ffie 
You quit ns P What will Home then say to this 
I, as your friend, my Court, and all the empire P 
Wherein have I offended ? Kd I treat you 
Without distinction just like other Icings •' 

While yet my father lived my heart was youx*s, 
That was the cmly present I could make you ; 

ITow^ when my hand can open with my heart. 

You shun the favours I would fain bestow. 

Think, you, the hazards of the past forgotten. 

My pixaent ^andeur every thought engrosses. 
Am nil my friends, fast mding in the distance, 
Wtnjbed no longer, are accounted strangers P 
t. ' A a 
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Of you, dear Prince, who tht^s would steal away, 
Mir TiAAfl is crrpii.tAr than it evpr was. 


ANTIOCHUB. 

r\e o 


rkC 


»rT»p(V« 


ANTIOCHUB. 

Alas ! what can yout Io6k for 
From one so lucklesi, Sire, but useless wishes ? 

TITUB. 

Can I forget. Prince, that my victory * 

Owed half its glory to your valiant deeds, 

That in the traiii of captives Borne beheld 
More than one vanquish’d by Antiochus ? 

And laid up in the Capitol she saw 

Spoils that your hands had taken from the Jews f 

These brave achievements are enough for me, 

'So further claim I make but on your counsel. 

I know that Berenice, to your care 
A debtor, has in you a faithful friend; 

Her eyes and ears are giv’n to you alone 
In Borne, you share with us one heart and soul. 
For friendship’s sake, so constant and devoted. 
Exert the influence that you have with her ; 

Bee her for me. 


ANTIOCHUB. 

I? Nay, I cannot lace her. 
She has received my last faroweU for ever. 


TTfUS. 

Prince, speak to her again on my behhlf. 


ANTIOCHUB^ 

Plead your own cause, my lord. The Queen adores foi 
Why should you at this hour deny yourself 
The pleasure of so charminir an avowal 
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She waitg you with impatience. I will answer 
For her obedience with my parting breath ; 
fh^y to yield (Ansent, herself has told me 
That when you see her next, 'twill be to woo her. 

• ^ TfrUB. 

Ah ; would that I could thus confess *my passion ! 
To do so would be happiness indeed ! 

My love was ready to b^rst forth to-day, 

This very day when I, dear Prince, myst leave her. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Leave her, myilord ? 


TITUS. 

Such my sad destiny : 

For her and Titus is no longer hope 

Of wedlock, vainly that sweet thought has lured me : 

To-morrow, Prince, she must depaH with you. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Heav'ns ! What is this ? 


TITUS. 

Pity the pow'r that galls me 
Lord of the universe, I rule its fortunes ; 

I set Up Kings, and cast them down at will ; 

Yet can I not of mine own heart dispose. 

Borne, the eternal foe of royal titles, 

Disdains a beauty bom to we&r the purple : 

The glitter of a crown and long descent 
From kingly sires are in her eyes a scandal 
To smirch my flame. This heart of mine is free 
To rove elsewhere, and choose the meanest bride 
Of Boxnan blood, nor need I dread a murmur 
To mar the shouts of welcome and delight. 

The mighty Julius could not stem that tide 
Which sweeps me on. If Borne to*morrow sees not 
The Queen's departure, she will hear the people 
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Demand of me her instant banishment. 

Let us then spare ourselves that base affront, * 

And yield, jsince yield we must, without oisgrace. 

My eight days’ silence and averted eyes ' 

Will have proixtred her for this sad announcement ; 

E’en at this moment, restless ''and excited, 

She longs to learn my purpose fi:om myself. 

Soothe the keen anguish of a toitured lover, 

And spare me the sore task of explanation. 

Go, make her uijderstand my troubled fiileuce, 
tAnd why it is I mu4t avoid her presence ; ‘ 

Bp you sole witness of her tears and mine, 

Take her my last farewell, and bring me hers. 

1 shrink from parting words and looks of sadness, 

Which might o’erthrow my tottering resolution. 

If it can ease hex misery to know 

That in my soul her image lives and reigns, 

Assure her, Pi*ince, that, faithful to the end. 

My broken heart, banish’d from happiness 
No less than she, and bearing to the tomb 
Her name beloved, will, like a captive bird, , 

Fine for release, as long as Heav’n that tears 
Her from me, may protract my weary life. 

You, Prince, whom friendship’s ties alone have bound 
To her, forsake her not in her afBiction ; 

By you escorted to her Eastern realms, 

Let her appear in triumph, not in flight. 

And to confirm a friendship so devoted, 

And keep my name fresh in your memories. 

Let your dominions reach each other’s borders ; 

Euphrates only shall divide your kingdoms. 

I Imow the senate holds your name so honou];’d| 

They with one voice will ratify this gift, 

I join Cilicia to your Commagene. ’ . 

Farewell. Desert her not, my Bei^ce, 

Queen of my heart, sole object of desire, 

Whom only I can love till I expira 
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Scene 2. 

Antioghus, Absa.ces. . 

i^BSACES. 

Thus is kind Heav’n prepared to do you justice : 

Tou will leave ^me. Sire, but with Berenice. 

You force her not away,*they to your hands 
Consign her. ^ 

ANTIOCHUB. 

^ Give me time, good Arsaces. 

The change is great, and my surprise extreme ; 

Titus to me resigns his dearest treasure ! ^ 

Gods ! can I cre^t what mine ears have heard ? 

Ahd should my heart be glad, could I believe it? 

ARSACES. 

And what am I, my lord, to think of you ? 

With what fresh hindrance is your joy confronted ? 

Dii you deceive me when just now, at parting. 

Still moved with anguish at a last farewell, 

You told me all your heart had dared to tell her, 

And trembled at your own audacity ? 

'Twas her impending marriage urged your flight, 

That fear removed, what care can trouble you ? 

F0II9W. where love invites your willing footsteps. 

, . ANTIOCHUS. 

' ^ • 

With her safe conduct I am charged, my friend. 

And sweetest intercourse shall long enjoy ; 

Her. eyes will grow accustom’d to the sight 
Ot mine, and learn, perchance, how much my ardour, 

So persevering, tnakes the suit of Titus 
Sem weak cold. Here all his g^deur daunts me ; 
In Bon^e nought eli^ is seen beside his splendour ; ' 
Bu^ tho’ bis name is in the East renown’d, 

The traces of my glory too are there 
For her t9 iBee. 
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ABSACEs!* 

Ay, Fortune favours yotrl 

ANTIOCHU8. 

Ah! How we mock ourselves with self-deception Ic " 

ABSACBS. 

Why, what deception ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Could I ever please her ? 

Or Berenice cease to thwart my love ? - 

Would she let fall a word to ease my pain ? 

Think you that rhe, in her unhappiness, 

Tho* all the world besides should slight her charms. 
Would thank me for my tears, or condescend 
So far as to accept the zealous service 
Which she should feel she owed to my affection ? 

ABBACES. 

And who can better solace her disgrace P 
Her prospect now is changed from what it was : 
Titus forsakes her. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Ah ! this turn of fortune 
Will bring me nothing but an added torture. 

To learn how much she loves him from her tears ; 

I shall behold her grief, and pity her 
Myself. The fruit of all mf love will be 
To see her weep, but not, alas, for me. ' 

ABSACBS. 

Why thus continue to torment yourself? 

Was ever known a noble heart more feeble P 
Open your eyes, and see how many reasons 
Must move fair Berenice to yours. 

Now that no longer Titus courts her favour^ 

She will perforce accept your hand; my ma^r. 
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iSNTIOtHUS. 

And wk; perf orgp P 

ABSACBS. 

* Give her some days to weep, — 

Xiet the^rst sobs of grief be unrestrained ; 

Then fldl will work for yon, vexation, vengeance, 

His ab'sence and your presence, time itself, 

Her single hand too weak to wield three sceptres, 

Tour realms so ready to be join’d with h#rs, 

Interest, reason, friendship, all unites you. 

• ANTIOCHUS. 

1 breathe once more, you give me back nyr life. 

With joy I hail a presage so agreeable. 

Why tairy '? Let my mission be discharged. 

I’ll see the Queen, and since the task is mine, 

Tell her that Titus has deserted her — 

But stay, what would I do P Is it for me 
To take upon myself such cruel errand P 
My heart revolts, whether from love or pity. 

Shall my dear Bereijiice hear from me 

She Ls forsaken ? "V^o would e’er have guess’d it, 

That such a word should strike upon her ear ? 

ABSACES. 

Her indication will all fall on Titus ; 

And if you speak, ’twill be at her desire. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

; No, Jet iM not intrude upon her Borrow ; 

Xiet otiiere come to tell of her misfortune. 

Do Toii-not tUnk it will be hard enouf^h 
For h6r“tp hemr how Titos spurns her from him, 

' ^e furthw bitterness of learning « 

’‘Ew.icinxi^ treatment from a riTal’s lips ? 

, <O4tui0.ittore^ let's flj ; nor br such eril tidings 
tbe weight of her tm<iying hatred. . 
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c 


Ah ! Here she comes. 


ABSaCBS/ 

Now to your part, my lord 






A 'KTotT^n vrra 


Scene 3. v 

I 

Bbbekigi!, A'vtiochus, Absaces, Phgbnice. 

BEBENICE. 

Why, how is this ? I thought you gone 

ANTIOCHUS. 

1 see that you are disappointed. Madam, 

And it was Caesar that you here expected. 

Him must you blame if, spite of my farewell, 

My presence still offends unwilling eyes. 

I should, perhaps, have been ere now at Ostia, 

Had not his orders ke^^t me at his Court. 

BERENICE. 

Your presence then he welcomes, mine he shuns. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

( * 

He has detain’d me but to speak of you. 

BERENICE. 

Of me, Prince ? ' 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Tes, of you. ^ 

BERENICE. 

What could he sayi^ ’ 

) /'* 

ANTIOCHUS. 

A thousand others are more fit to tell y ou« 
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. ^EBBNICE. 

Wtat,Sir!— ^ 

* ANTIOORT7S. 

^ Suspend, dear Madam, jour resentment. 
Anot&s» far from seeking t& be silent, 

Perhaps would triumph, find with ready boldm sa 
Might gladly yield to your impatient wish , 

But I, whose h^rt shrinks ever, as you know, 

From wounding fdblings dearer than mio^ own. 

Would rather risk displeasure than dfstress you, • 

Dreading your sorrow even more than anger!^ 

Ere sunset you will justify my silence. 


TiViRimTr.ii!. 

What words are these P Stay, Prince, 
I cannot hide my trouble from your eye. 

You see before you a distracted Queen ; 

Speak but two words, for I am sick at heart, 
you fear, say you, to trouble my repose ; 

This cruel reticence spares me no pain, 

It pierces deep, it stirs my wrath, my hatred. 

Sir, if you hold my peace of mmd so precious. 

If ever I myself to you was dear. 

Lighten this darkness that you see overwhelms mo. 

Tell me what Titus said. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

For Heav’n’s sake, Madam — 

BXBENICE. 

IDo you «& little fear to disobey me P 

, AETIOCHES. 

To tell the ti^ith would be to make you hate me. 

V 

, BEBEWICE. 


Soeak. I ooimmaiid you. 
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ANTXdCHtrife. 

Gk>ds ! What xohemence ! 
Once more, believe me, you will praise mj silence. 

BEBEinCB. ^ ^ 

This moment, Prince, comply witji what I ask. 

Or be assured that 1 shall always hate you. 

, ANTIOCHTJS. 

That sentence, Madam, shall release my tongue. 
Since you will have it so, 1 must content you. 

But do not be deceived : I have to tell ^ 

Of troubles peradventure little dream*d of. ’ 

I know your heart ; you must expect a blow 
To strike it where your feeling is most tender. 

Titus commands me — 


BERENICE. 

What? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

To let you know 

That you must part for ever from each other. 

BERENICE. 

Part ! He and I ? Titus from Berenice ? 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Tet at the same time 1 must Qo him justice ; 

All the repugnance that a generous heart ’ ^ 

Can feel when love is vanquish’d by despair, ' ^ ^ - ^ 

I've seen in him. , He worships whue he we^s 
But he’s convinced ’tis vain to love you longer:^ 

Borne holds the very name of Queen suspected ; 

Yes, you and he must part. You leave to-morrow;/ 

BERENICE. , 


Part! Oh, Phoenicel 
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• * PHCfiKICB. 

You must show, dear Madam; 
llie greatness of your soul. This sudden blow 
Is doubtless hard to bear, and well may stun you. 

♦ > 

* BERENICE. ^ 

Titus forsake me ! All Ibis vows forgotten ! 

Titus, who swore to me — 1*11 not believe it ; 

Honour forbids him so to cast me off. ^ 

It is a slander on his innocence, * 

A trap to tear two loving hearts asunder. 

Too dear he holds me to desire my death. 

Come, I wilPsee him, speak with him forthwith. 
Come, let us go. 

» 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Is falsehood in my face? -- 

BERENICE. 

Too much you wish it true, Sir, to persuade me. 

No, I believe you not. Be*t as it may, 

Take heed you never see my face again. 

{to Fhcenice.) 

Do not desert me in this dire distress. 

I struggle hard to keep myself deluded. 


Scene 4. 

Antiochus, Arsacbs. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

Heard I aright? or did my ears deceive ine ? 

Me did she bid, me, ne’er to see her more ? 

I'll take good tate of that. Was I not leaving. 
Had Titus not detain’d me 'gainst my will? 

Tes, I must go. Get ready, Arsaoes, 

Her hatred, wherewithal she thinks to blast me. 
Strike off my chains. Just now you saw a lover 
Departing, jealous with a wild despair ; 
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Now, iiritli thu warning ringia^ iik mine ears, ' ' 

ril go, methinks, in proud indifference. 

AB8ACSS. 

There is less need to leave heraow than ever.. 

i 

ANTIOCHUS. 

, ^Shall I then stay to see myself disdain'd, « 

And bear the blame of Osssar's cruelty? 

See myself punish’d tecause he offends ? 

With what injustice and unworthy scorn 

She tells me to my face that I’m ^Ushonest ! ^ . 

For thanks she taxes me with perfidy, 

Saying that Tm a traitor, he is true ! 

And when forsooth ? Just at the bitter moment 
When I was setting forth my rival’s tears ; 

When to console her I presented Titus 

More tenderly attach’d than truth may warrant/ 

ABSACEB. 

Why vex yourself, my lord, with thoughts like these? 

Give to this angry torrent time to flow ; 

A week, or at the most a month, will dry it. 

Only remain. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

No, Arsaces, I leave her. 

Her sorrow might excite my sympathy ; 

My peace, my honour urge mcoto be gone. 

" Let us fly far enough from Berenice ’ . 

To hear her very name no longer mention’d. 

Still there is time, the day is not yet spent^ , 

I’ll seek my palace, there to wait for you 
Haste, see how she supports this crushing blow, 

Until I know she lives, I cannot go. . - 
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ACT IV. 

S^ene 1 . 

Sekbkice. * 

Plioeuice comes not ! Tantalizing moments, 
How slow ye s^m to my impatient wishes ' 
Itestless I pace this floor, faint, sick at hibart 
Strength fails me, yet it kills me to quiet. 
Phoenice comes not ! Ah, how this delay 
Appals my hsart with a too fatal presage ! 
Phoenice has no answer to bring back ; 

Titus, ungrateful Titus will not hear he5; 

He seeks in flight a refuge from my fury. 


Scene 2. 

Berenice, Ph(Bnice. 

BERENICE. 

Well, dear Phoenice, have you seen the Emperor ? 

Wlidt says he ? Will he come ? 

PHCENICE. 

Yes, I have seen hinir 
And painted your distress i^ darkest tints ; 

Tears he would fain liave check’d flow’d from his eyes. 

BERENICE. 

And comes he P 

PHCENICE. 

He will come ; doubt it not. Madam* 

But will you show yourself in this disorder? 

Oalm yoflrselff dearest lady, be composed. 

Let me replace the veil that from its place 
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Has slipt, and smooth this too disli§Tell*d hair : 

No trace of weeping must jour charms disggure. 

BBBBNICE. 

Naj, let them he, Phoenice; her shall see , 

His handiwork. Wh|it boots this .vain appaxel ? 

If mj true love, mj t^rs and sighs, nor thej 
Alone, but certain death whose near approach 
I feel, avail not to recall him to me; > 

J ^ill jotu: superflhour cares be more successful, 
iding attractions that have ceased to move him ? 

PH(EHICE. * 

Why will you load him with unjust reproaches ? 

I hear a step, dear Madam ; it is Cesar’s. 

This place is public, haste to your apartments. 
There you in private may converse together. ^ 


Scene 3. 

Titus, Paulinus, Attbhdants. 

TITUS. 

Do what you can to soothe the Queen, Paulinus ; 
Tell her I’m coming. 

I would be alone ’* 

A moment. Let them leave 

PAUI.INU8 {atide). 

How I fear 

This conflict ! May the gods protect bis glory, ' 
And Home’s ! I’ll see the Queen. 
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Scene 4. 

T1TU8. 

» 

What (^ost thou, Titus? 
How msh art thou, thus \o seek Berenice ! 

Art thou prepared to take a last farewell ? 

And is thine heart steel’d to such cruelty ? 

For in the conflict that awaits thee n^w * 

Firmness is not enough, thou must be ruthless. 

^^How shall I bear those eyes whose tender glance 
Knows btft too well the way to reach my heart ? 
When;:!: encounter that soul-piercing gaze 
Fix’d upon mine, can I resist her tears, # 

Or bear in mind the stem behest of duty P 
How shall 1 say : ** See me nq more for ever ? ” 

I am about io stab a heart that loves me. 

Beloved by me. And why ? At whose command ? 
Mine own, for Borne has not declared her wishes. . 

I hear no cries surging around this palace, 

Nor see the State hanging o’er ruin’s brink. 

Needs it a sacrifice like this to save it P 
Its voice is silent : 1, my own tormentor, 

:::;;Bush to meet troubles I may keep at bay. 

Who knows but Borne, owning the Queen’s rare virtues; 
Will count her one of her own citizens ? 

Borne by her choice may justify my own ; 

I will not court, destruction, no, not I. 

Let Borne against her laws weigh in the balance 
Such lovq as heirs, such te&rf, such constancy, 

And she wffl side with me— 

Open thine eyes ; 

What, air is thia that thou dost breathe ? Can love 

0^ fear ^r^icate the hate of Kings 

That Bomans with their mothers’ milk imbibe ? > 

Their sentence against Kings condemns thy Queen* 
Hast thou not beard it from thine earliest years ? 

And even in- the camp the voice of Fame 
Proclaim’d thy doty in thine ears once more.. 
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'V^l^en Berenice hither follo^d , 

Borne did not fail to let thee knowW judgment. 
How often must that judgment be repeated ? 

' Coward, let love prevail, renounce the throng , ^ 

. Seek Ei^h’s remotest bounds, and, there conllbed, 
’ , Besi^ to worthier hands the ^?eins of empire. 

Is this the end then pf those glorious projects 
Which were t’ enshrine my memory in all hearts P 
' Eight dajs have I been reigning, and till now 
Nought have I done for honour, all for iove. 

JVhat record can I give of time so precious ? 
Where are the boons I led men to expect? 
the tears that I have dried ? The happy eyes 
Wherein I read the fruit of kindly service ?^ 

How have the burdens of the world been lighten 
What span of \itr^ to me has been allotted 
I know not ; and how much of these few days, 

. So long expected, have I lost already ! 

Belay no longer : do what honour bids, i 
And break the only tie— 


Berenice, Titus.. 

BERENICE {coming from her apartment). 

Nay, let me go. ’ 
Tour counsel all is vain to keep me back ; 

And I must see him— „ r 

Ah, my lord, you hotel ; 

Then it is true Titus abandons me ! 

And we must part ! ^Tis he will have it so! j 

TITUS. ' ' 

Swe, Ma^m^ to overwhelm a hapless prince/^'^ ^ 
We must not melt each other’s hearts With 
I am consumed ^th cruel griefs enough . , I 

Without the added torture of those t^, ^ 



8CSNX S.] " t 369 

Becall tliat noble spirit ^hicb so oft 
Has made me recognize the voice of dutj. 

there is tinA. Beduce your love to silence ; 

Add, with, an eye. clear’d from the mists of passion^ 

Begard that duty with unflinching courage. 

Strenl^en this heart of mihe against yourself, 

Help me to nerve its weakness, if I can ; 

To keep back tears that will not cease to rise; 

Or, if we cannot stanch those tender springs, 

Let dignity at feast suji^ort our woes, ^ 

So that the whole world without blanib may mark 
When weeps an Emperor and when weeps a Queen. 

Pot, after all, my Princess, we must jmrt. 


BEBENICB. 

Ah, emei *lltua, you repent too late. 

What have you done ? You made me think you loved ni<?> 
Accustom’d me tp see you with delight, 

Till btit for that I lived. You knew your laws 
When first you brought me to such fond confession, 

Why did you let my love grow to this height ? 

Why said you not ; ‘‘ Poor Princess, fix your heart 
Elsewhere, nor let deceitful hopes ensnare it ; 

Give it to one free to accept the gift ? ” 

^ou took it gladly, will you now reject it 
With cruel scorn, when to your own it clings r 
How oft did all the world conspire against us! 

Still )there was time, you should have left me then. 

A thousand reasons might have soothed my woe ; 

I might have blamed your father for my death, 

The senate, and the people, SH the empire. 

The whole world, rather than a hand so dear. 

Their enmity, so long declared against me, 

Ehtd long prepared me to expect misfortune^ 

I did not look. Sir, for this cruel blow 

To fall when hope seem’d crown’d with happiness, 

How, trhen your love can do whate’er it wishes. 

When {tome is silent, and your father dead. 

When all the world bends hnmbly at your kneea^ 

When there is nothing left to fear but you. 

X. > B B 
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TITirS. • 

Yes, it is I who wreak my own destruction^ 

Till now I lived the victim of delusion, 

My heart refused to look into the future. 

To think that we might one day have to part. i 
To eager wishes nothing seems too hard, 

And blinded hope grasps the impossible. 

Haply I thought to die before your^eyes, * 

And so forestall more cruel separation. 

All opposition made my flame bum brighter ; 

Borne and the empire spoke, but glory’s voice 
Not yet had to my heart appeal’d in tones 
Like those with which it strikes an Emperor^ ears. 
I know what torments wait on this resolve, 

I feel my heart rSady to take its flight, 

I cannot any longer live without you. 

Come life or death, my duty is to reign. 


BEREIfICE. 

Be cruel, then, and reign, a slave to glory ! 

I’m ready to submit. Yes, I expected, 

For trusting you, to hear those Ups, that swore 
A thousand vows of everlasting love, 

Confess before mine eyes that they were faithless, 

And banish me for ever from your presence. 

I wish’d to hear that sentence from yourself ; 

But I will hear no more. Farewell for ever — 

For ever ! Ah, my lord, think how those words. 
Those cruel words, dismay a heart that loves I 
A year, a month will be to us an age 
Of suS’ring, when the wide sea rolls between us. 

And each fresh sun that dawns shall sink in darkness 
Without p^resenting to the eyes of Titua 
His Beremce, he unseen by her 
The livelong day. But how am I deceived ! 

No sorrow feels he at the thought of absence. 

He will not count the days when I am gone. 

So long to me, they’ll seem too short for him I 
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, T^ey^l not be ]}iany I shall have to count : 
'ijiope ere long the tidings of my death 
Will bring a^surance'that I loved you truly. 
Then you will own that Ti^us could not live- 


CEBENICE. 


Ah, my dear lord, why part if that be so ? 

I §peak hot notv to you of happy marriage. 

Has Borne condemn’d me neyer more to ^see you ? 
Why grudge to me the selfsame air you breathe ? 


I can’t resist you, Madam. Stay, I yield ; 

But not without a sense of mine own weakness ; 
Ceaseless must be the conflict and the fears, 
Ceaseless the watch to keep my steps from you, 
Whose charms will ever like a magnet draw me. 
Ay, at this very instant, love distracts me 
From memory of all things but itself. 

BSBENICE. 

Well, veil, my lord, what ill can come of it ? 
Where see you any sign of Borne’s displeasure ? 


Who knows how they will look on this offence ? 
If they complain, if cries succeed to murmurs, 
Must I shed blood to justify my choice ? 

If they in silence let me break their laws. 

To whdct do you expose me P I must purchase 
Their patience at the price of base compliance 
With vitatsoever else they dare to ask me ; 

ToO: wtak t’ enforce the laws I cannot keep. 


BEBSNICE. 


You count as nothing ^renice’s tears I 





[act IV. 


TITtrS. • , 

I count them nothing ! Heavens ! Whakinjustioe ! 

< 

BEBENICE. 

Why then, for unjust laws thal you can change, 
O’erwhelm yourself ifi ceaseless miseries ^ 

Have you no rights, my lord, as well as Borne ? 

Why should you hold W interests, more sacred 
Than miru ? HfiTOp. t<^ll wip 


TITUS. 

How you rend^y heart 

* BEBEiriCE 

You are the Emperor, and yet you weep ? 

« 

TITUS. 

Yes, Madam, it is true, with sighs and tears 
I am unnerved But when the throne I mounted 
Borne made me swear to vindicate her laws. 

And I must keep them. More than once already 
Her rulers have been call’d on to display 
Their constancy in trial. From her birth 
Those whom she honour’d readily obey’d her : 

« See Beralus who, faithful unto death, 

Betum’d to Carthage to be slain with tortures, 
Torquatus dooming his victorious offspring, 
brutuB with tearless eyes seeuig his sons 
Slain by his orders ’neath the lictor’s axe. 

Hard lot was theirs t But patriotic duty 
Has ever won the victory with Bomans, 

I know in leaving you unhappy Titus 
Attempts what throws their virtues in the shade, 

A sacrifice surpassing any other’s : 

^ But think you. after all, I am unworthy ^ 

To leave p^terity a high example 

Which those who follow will be task’d to equidf 
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BBBBNICB. 

Ko ! jour cruel lie^ I deem it easy ; 

Worthy are you to rob me of my life. 

The ^ail is tpm aside, I re£d you^ heart. 

I will not ask you more^to let me stay, — 

Me, who had willingly endured the s^me 
Of ridicule au<} scorn from those who hate me. 

X wish’d ta drive you to this harsh refusal. 

’Tis done, and soon youTl have no mi>Te to fear me. 
Think not that I shall vent my wrongs in fury. 

Or call on Heav’n to punish perjury : 

No, if a wretch’s tears still move the gods, 

I pray them to forget the pangs I suffer. 

If, ere 1 die, victim of your injustice, 

I cherish any wish to leave benind me 
Avengers of poor Berenice’s death, 

I need but s^ them in your cruel heart ; 

Remorse will dwell there, all my love recalling. 
Paint my past kindness, and my present anguish, 
Show you my blood staining your royal palace, 

And haunt you with^abiding memories : 

X have made eveiy effort to dissuade you, 

’Tis vain : to your own heart I trust for vengeance. 
Farewell. 


Scene S, 

Titus, Baulibus. 

PAULIKUB. 

' What seem’d her purpose when she left you ? 
Is ahe disposed, my lord, to go away ? ^ 

TITUS. . 

I am undone, Paulinus! She is bent 
On eelf-destruction. How should I survive it? 

Haste, let us f<>lIow her I 
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[act rv*. 


PAULINUa. ^ 

Did you not order. 

Just Eow, that all her movemeuts should be watch’d ? 
Her women are not backward in their duty, *, 

And they will turn her from these gloomy thought. 
Fear nothing. This^is her last throw, my lord ; 

With perseverance victory is yours. 

I know you could not hear her without pity, r. 

J. was myself affdt*ted at the sight. 

But take a wider and more distant view, 

Think how a moment’s pain will lead to glory, . 

With what applause the universe will ring, ^ 

Bank’d in the future — 


TITUS. 

No, I am a monster. 

I hate myself. Nero, by all detested, « 

Ne’er reach’d a depth of cruelty like this. 

I will not let poor Berenice die. 

Gome, let us go, and Borne say what she will. 

PAULZBUS. 

My lord ! 

TITUS. 

I know not what I say, Paulinus ; 

Excess of sorrow overpow’rs my senses. 

PAULINUS. 

« 

Soil not the current of your pure renown : 

The news, already spread, of your farewell , 

Makes Borne exchange her sighs for shouts of trittE^hf. 
In all her temples fumes of incense rise 
Fof you, your virtues to the skies are lauded. 

And everywhere your statues crown’d with bays. 

TITUS. 

All, Borne ! Ah, Berenice ! Woe. is me, 

^ That I should be an Emperor, and a lover ! ^ \ 



SCENE 8.] 


BERENICE. 


8/5 




• ^ Scene 7. 

Titus, Antiochu^ Paulinus, Arsaces; 

i^TIOCHUS. 

What have you done, my lord ? The lovely Queen 
Lies in Phoenidb’s«arms; death hovering o’er her : 

Deaf to our tears, to counsel, and to veat^u, 

She cries aloud for daggers or for poison. 

You, you alone can tear that longing from her — 

For when thsy breathe your name her life com(*s back ; 
Her eyes are ever turn’d to your apartments. 

As tho’ they look’d to see you every mo^pent. 

The sight is more than I can bear, it kills me. 

Go, show yourself to her. Why tarry longer ? 

Save to the wprld such virtue and such b^uty, 

Or ^aive all title to humanity. 

Spe^k but one word. 

TITUS. 

Alas ! What can I say ? 

1 scarcely know if I’m alive or dead. 


Scene 8. 

Titus, Antiochus, Paulinus, Arsaces, Butilus. 

RUTILUS. 

My lord, the senate, consuls, all the tribunes 
Seek audience of you in the name of Borne : 

With them a multitude, full of impatience. 

Throng your apartments, and await your presence. 

TITUS. 

Great gods, ye thus would reassure my heart. 
Distracted as ye see till like to break ! 



.Iaacine-s wobes. 

PAXTLIBUS * ® 

iC’ >»“ •« ‘k* -"f "Mbber. 

antiockus. 

•' H^te, Sir»to the Queen ! 

**A1II.INTr8. 

Nay, treat them npt with such indimitv ‘ * 

“• o' =«»o. 


[Act V. 


TITUS. 




ACT V. 
Scene 1, 


Sr'wS I* 5* o' po»i« wa. 0 

“y “d aid my z^l • 
«iMt me this moment to amounce to hU 

A happmess which he has cefised to hope for ! 


Scene 2. 

Aktiochus. Absacbs., 

AbSACXS. 

Ah ! What good fortune sends you hither. Sire? 
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•Atiochub. 

If tay return caff bring you any joy, 

It fs to my despair your tlianks are due. 

ariIacbs. 

My lord; the Queen goes^ience. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

She Itoes ! • 

ARSACBS. 

T To-night. 

Her orders have been giv'n. She ia offended 
That Titus leaves her to her tears so long* 

Her passion has coord down to proud displeasure ; • * 
Home and the Emp*ror she alike renounces, 

And wishes toJbe gone ere Borne can learn 
Her Rouble, and rejoice to see her flight. 

She writes to Caesar. 


ANTIOCHUB. 

Heavens ! Who^d have thought it? 

And Titus ? 

ARSACES. 

> ' ' ' 

' Has not met her eyes again. 

The multitude in transport press around him. 

Shouting his praises and the names of honour 
The senate have conferr’d, and these loud plaudits. 

These titles, and these token! of respect 
To Titus seem so many binding pledges, 

Links in a chain to iix his wavering will, 

Despite his sigbs and Berenice’s tears. 

T think he wffl not see her, more. All’s over. 

ARTIOCHUB. 

I feel fresh hope ; I own it, Arsaoes. 

But cruel Fate has ofttimes play’d me false. 

And Block’d me with such bitter disappointments* , 
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That ’tis with fear and trembling tiiat I hear you : 
EtU forebodings mingle with my joy, ^ 

And make me dread the turn of Fortune’s wheeL 
But who is this ? Titus is coming hither ! 

With what intent ? 


Scene 3. 

, Thius, Antiochus, Absacbs. 

TITUS {to his Attendanie). 

Stay, let none follow me. 

(#0 Antiochus.) 

I come at last, rtince, to redeem my promise. 

The Queen’s distress engrosses all my thoughts, 

Her tears and yours have pierced me to the heart. ; 

I come to calm sorrows than mine less cruel. 

Come, Prince ; I would that you yourself should see^' 
For the last time if 1 love Berenice. 


Scene 4. . 

Antiochus, Abbacss. ’ 

ANTIOGHXrS. 

Thus ends the hope, then, that you came to offer I 
You see the triumph that aw^ted me ! 

Justly incensed was Berenice leaving, 

For Titus had refused to see her more ! 

Great gods ! What have I done, that thus misfortune 
Is destined to pursue me all my life ? 

My days are pass’d in constant quick transition 
Prom fear to hope, from hope to wild despair,. 

Yet still I breathe ! O Berenice ! Titus ! 

Ah, cruel gods ! ye shall no longer mock me. 



SCENE 5 .] 


BERENICE. 




Scene 5. 


Titus, Berenice, Phcenice. 

BERENICE. « 

Nay, ril hear nothing. I am quite resolved : 

I mean to go. ♦^i^y show yourself before me ? 
Why come you to embitter hopeless sorrow ? 

Are you not yet content ? No more i’ll see you. 


Pray hear me. 


TITUS. 

BERENICE. 


No, the time is past. 


TITUS. 


One%rord. 


Not one. 


BERENICE. 


Dear Madam, 


TITUS. 

Into what grief she casts me ! 
Whence comes, my Princess, this so sudden change r' 

BERENICE. 

You said you wish’d me to depart to-inorrow ; 

I am determined to depart ihis moment ; 

The die is cast ; I ga 


TITUS. 

Stay. 

BERENICE. 

Why, forsooth ? 

Tq hear myself insulted everywhere. 

My trouble made the theme of every tongue? 
Can you not hear their cries of cruel joy. 



380, ^eacine’s works. [act.v. 

While I am drown’d in tearaof lonelj sorrow ? 

What have I done to make myself so haiIdP 
No crime I know save loving you too much. 

titIjs. ' . 

Why heed the mali6e of a senselhss mob ? 

BEEBNICB.*^ ' ^ 

.Nought see I here b\it sights that wound mine eyes. 

This chamber furnish’d by your thoughtful care, 

These walls so long the witness of my love, 

All seem’d to pledge that yours would last for ever ; 

These garlands, where our names close link’d together 
Meet my sad gase whene’er 1 look around. 

Are more than 1 can bear, smiling impostors ! 

Fhcenioe, let us go. 

TITUS. 

Heav’ns! How unjust! . 

BERENICE. 

Eetum, return to that august assembly 
Which welcomes with applause your cruelty. 

Say, did their praises gratii^ your ear ? , 

Was your fierce thirst for glory fully slaked ? 

Confess that you have promised to forget me. 

But that would not suflace to seal repentance : 

Have you not sworn an everlasting hatred ? 

TITUS. 

Nay, I have promised nothing. « Hatred, say you? ' 

How can I e’er forget my Berenice ? 

• Gods ! What a bitter moment thus to feel 
Crush’d ’neath the weight of her unjust suspirion 1 . 

Ah, you should know me betten Count the hoiu^,' \ 
The days I spent, these five years past, in t^ng 
. My heart’s desires with passion that outran , - 

Tour own, and fervent sighs words .were dumb.-. 
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This day surpasses all. 1 protest, ' 

Were you beloved witfi so much tenderness; 

*A^, and for evdP— * 

BEBENICB. 

You mamtain you love me ; 

Yet I’m departing, and by your command ! 

Find you such charms, my lord, in my de&pair ? 
Fear you that these mipe eyes shed tears too few ? 
What boots it that your heart returns seriate ? 

For pity’s sake at least show me less^ove, 

Becall not an idea too fondly cherish’d ; 

Let me go hence, persuaded that, already 
Banish’d in ^cret from your soul, I leave 
A wretch who loses me without regret. 

(Titus reads a letter,) * 

The letter you have seized I had just written. 
There you may read all that ef you I ask. 

And of your love : read it, and let me go. 

TITUS. 

Nay, that you never shall with my consent. 

What ! this departure then was but a scheme 
Veiling more cruel purpose ! You would die ! 

So should there but remain sad memories 
Ot all I love. 

Oo, call Antiochus. 

(Bebekice sinks upon a seat,) 


, Scene 6. 

Titus, Bebenice. 

TITUS. 

Madam* a true confession I must make. 

Wj^t my mind brooded on Uiat dreaded moment 
Whmi* in nli^ience to stem laws of duty, 
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I should be forced to see your face no longer ; 

Tyhen I foresaw that sad farewell s^proaohiug^ 
Contending fears in me, from you rebuke ^ 

Of tearful eyes, I arm’d my soul to euffer 
All that affliction most intense could bring me : 

But I must own that e’en my x/orst foreb^ings , ^ 
Pell short, far short pf the reality ; 

I thought my courage was less prone to yield, 

And feel with shame how feeble was its strength. 
Before mine eyes 1 saw all Some assembled ; 

7?he senate spoke', bu!} my distracted soul 
Heard withoiit comprehending, and in silence. 

As cold as ice, I met their warmest greetings. 

Some knows not yet what destiny awaits yoK ; 

I scarcely know myself if at this moment 
I am an Emi)erox, or e’en a Boman. 

Uncertain of my purpose, lam come. 

Drawn hither by my love, where, peradventure, 
Self-consciousness may to my ^oul return. 

What have I found ? Death pictured in your eyes. 
In search of death I see you mean to leave me. 

At this sad prospect I’m o’erwhelm’d with anguish, 
The devastating flood has reach’d its height, 

The worst that man can feel ’tis mine to suffer. 

Nay, not the worst ; I see a way of rescue. 

Yet hope not for a refuge from these terrors 
In happy wedlock that may dry these tears : , 

Tho’ sore the straits to which I am reduced, 

Glory asserts inexorable claims. 

And evermore reminds me that our marriage 
Is incompatible with sovereignty, 

That, after all the fame I sought and won, 

’Tis less than ever meet that I should wed you. 

That I, dear Madam, should declare me ready 
For you the throne of empire to resign, 

To follow you and, going, hug my chains. 

To breathe forth amorous sighs in realms remote. 
You would yourself blush at such feeble conduct, 
An4 see wilii shame an Emperor so unworthy 
As humbly to attach himsell to you. 

Forfeit his crown, and make himself a mark 
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For all men's scorn. Ta 'scape my present torments* 
There is, you know it iifell, a nobler way ; 

MtfUy a hero, mttny a son of Borne 

Han i^wn me, Madaqs, how to tread that path ; 

When‘s constant woes have wearied out their patience. 

Fate' ceaseless persecution Jias to them 

Seem’d ^ike a secret order from on high 

No longer to resist. If rftill your tears 

Beproach me when I look on Berenice, 

If I behold you*Still resolved to die. 

If I must ever tremble for your life, • • 

Unless your solemn oath this fear removes. 

You will have other tears to shed ere long. 

My present strait prompts me to desperate deeds. 

Nor can I answer for it that my hand 
May not with blood seal our last sad farewell. 

BEREHICB. 

Alas ! 

TITUS. 

What is there that I dare not do ! 

See how my fate rests wholly in your hands ; 

Fonder it well, and if I still am dear — 


Scene 7. 

Titus, Berenice, Antioch us. 

TSCUS. 

You’re welcome, Prince, I sent to bid you come. 
Be witness of the weakness of my heart ; 

Judge whether with too little tenderness 
it loves. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

% I doubt it not ; I know you both ; 
^ow in your turn what miseiy is mine. 

^u, Sire, have honour’d me with your regard, 
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^BACINB’s BlOBKsf 

An^I can here assure you i|ritho?it falsehood, 

1 have competed, with jour dearest friends, 

, And ehed mj blood, to hold the foremosl^ace. 
The Queen and you, my lord, have 4M)th confided 
Your mutual love to me, a^inst' my will : 

She hears me and can say if speak truth. 

She ever saw me eager in your praises, 

Well I responded to your confidence. 

You owe me thanks, ay, more than you suppose. 
For little you imagine at this moifient • 

That such a faitZLful^^riend was yet your rival. 


TITUS. 

My rival! 


ANTIOCHUS. 

Listen to my explanation. 

This heart has ever worshipp’d Berenice ; 

A hundred times I struggled to forget her. 

In vain, but not in vain to make my love 
Seem dead. When I was flatter’d with the signs 
Of change in you, new hopes within me rose. 

But Berenice’s tears those hopes have quench’d ; 

With Weeping eyes she begg’d that she might see you, 
And, as you know, I summon’d you myself. 

You have return’d to her beloved and loving. 

The breach between you heal’d, I cannot doubt it. 

In final consultation with my heart, . 

I have resolved to test its utmost courage, 

And Season has resumed her sovereign sway. 

I never loved her more than ^ this moment 
But one strong effort may effect my freedom ; 

To death I fly for succour, which alone 
<3an burst my bonds. This is what I desired 
To tell you. I recall’d him to you, Madani, 

Nor do I now repent what I have done. 

May Heaven pour forth its blessings in rich fiiore. 

On all your future years, link’d each to other 
By happiness ! Or, if its wrath still threatens 
A life so precious, I implore the gods 
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To tum it all on this devoted head. 
And consummate mj sacrifice for you. 


bAbenicb (rising), 

Ceasei Princes, cease. Thia generosity 
Is mor^ than 1 can bear and drives me mad ! 
"V^IJiere’er I look, whethef on you or him, 

I meet the very image of despair, 

Eyes full of teats, .and Mps that utter nought 
But words of horror and impending Uoodshed. 

(to Titus.) 

My lord, you know my heart, and I am bold 
To say I nevejr sigh’d to be an Empress. 

Borne’s grandeur and the purple of her Cassars 
Could not attract the gaze of Berenice. ^ 

Jfy love was all for you, your love alone 
My heart’s desire ; and, when 1 thought to-day 
That I bad lo^ it, ’twas with wild alarm. 

I know my error now, you never ceased 
To lOTe me. I have seen your deep emotion, 
Your heart is.troubled more than I deserve. 

Let not your love eclipse the World’s Delight,” 
Nor rob her of yourself just at the time 
When the first taste of your transcendent virtues 
Allures her hopes. For five years I have wish’d 
To prove to you how faithful is my love ; 

\Now must a crowning effort seal devotion, 

^our will shall be obey’d and I will live. 

.j^gn, noble Caesar ! Berenice bids 
&4ieu to you for ever. 

' (to Amiochus.) 

Prince, this parting 
;|H|^ 'v^l convince you that no other passion 
^^o’ mr I go from Borne) can e'er supplant 
Jiy luve for Titus" Do as we have done. 

In generous self-conquest vie with us 
Who^tear asliypder our united hearts. 

'Xdve,iknd, if ^h you must, let it be far 
From Berenice. Fare you well. 


0 c 


We three 



. SluU to tho world tbe ^de|t iiMtatipo. 
laSIiftoi^s page of fond affMtions^ligltt^ 
My .bvk is ready. Bo not follow me. ‘ k* 
(to Tinrk) * 

‘ I^or the laist time, faiiewell, my lord. 


ANTIOCHIT^. 


Alas I 


END OP VOIi. I. 
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' Nevfmarket, Pope Joan, Specula- , 
tloOi Ac.# fro* 

BOND’S A Bhndy Book of Btdes 
and TablM for veriMng Dates 
' withthe|pri3tianEra,&c. Giving 
, ansecQurit of tbeChiefErB8%nd 
Systems usfed various Nations j 
the em Methods for deter- 
' ^ ^^dmne the Corresponding Dates, 
i’ ®oiMi. 

fQUVB Nineveh end its 

7 plates and 294 wood- 

• 5j. 

14 fo of dobnson, 
^iToDR tM THE Hebrides 
^ lAasinANA. EAted by 





BBAHD’S Fopnlar Antlqiiltlfit 
of Emdand, Scotland, and Sxih 



BBEMBR'S (Vrederlka) Works. 
Translated by Mary Howitt. 4 
vols. 3s, 6d, each. 


BHIDGWATBR TRBATXSBS. 
BeU (Sir Charles) on thi Hand. 
With numerous Woodcuts. 5r. 

Elrby on the History, SCablts, 
and Instincts of Animals. 
Edited by T. Rymer Jones# 
. With upwards of 100 Woodcuts. 

2 V0I& 5x. each. 

Eidd on the Adaptation of 
temal Nature to the Phyeloal 
Condition of MAn. 3r» Af. 

Chalmers on the Adaptation 
of External Nature to the 
Moral and Intelleetual Con. 
stltutlon of Man. 51. 


BRINE (B: ten) Early Eniplah 
Literature. % Bernhard ten 
Brink. Vol. I. To WycUE Ttalls*^^ 
lated by Horace M, Kennedy 
3 ^- 6 ^- 

Vol. II. WycUf, Chaucer, Ear. 
liest Drama' Renaissance. Trans.; 
lated by W. Clarke Robinson, 
Ph.D. 3;. 6<f. 


Vol. III. From the Fourteenth 
Century to the Death of Surray. 
Edited Dr. Alois BnndL 
Trans, by L. Dora Schmits. 
3J. 6d: 


— Five Leefeures on Shaker 
epeare. Train. IqrJidkFiSiiii]^^ 
31. Afi 


BROWNE'S (Sk ftopESWoto 
Edited by Siam WSMnr ^ivW^ 
3jr. Af.'eadb. 
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BUBES’S Works. 8vols. 31.6^. 
each. 


L— Vindication of Natural So- 
ciety-Essay on the Sub- 
lime and Beautifuli and 
various Political Miscel- 
lanies. • 

II.— Rcdections on the French 
Revolution — letters re- 
lating to the Bristq) Elec- 
• tion — Speech on Fot*s 
East India Bill, &c. 


III.— Appeal from the New to the 
Old Whi®k-On the Na- 
bob of Arcot*s Debts— 
The Catholic Claifis, &c. 


IV. — Report on the Atfiurs ol 

India, and Articles of 
Charge against Warren 
Hastings. 

V. — Conclusion of the Articles ol 

Charge against Warren 
Hastings— Political Let- 
ters on the American War, 
on a Regicide Peace, to 
the Empress of Russia. 

VI. —Miscellaneous Speeches — 

Letters and Framents— 
Abridgments of English 
History, &c. With a 
Gener^ Index. 

VIL St VIII.— Speeches on the Im- 
peachment of Warren 
Hastings; and Letters. 
With Index, a vols. 
3s. M, each. 

— — life. By Sir J. Prior, p. 


BURNEY'S Evelina. By Frances. 
Burney (Mme. D'Arblay). With 
an Introduction and Notes by 
A. R. Ellis, p 6d. 

OeoUla. With an Introduc- 
tion and Notes hy A. R. filiis. 
i,:: a vols. y. doT. each. 


BuIlN (ft) Ancient 
its Nelkhboiirlicg^ M 
trated Handbook lo the RtUitehl ; 
the City dhd the Campagna^.fh^ 
the use of Travellers. By Rof^ 
Bum, M.A, With numtillttS 
Illustrations, Maps, and^ fhlha. 
7 j. ' v! 

BURNS (Robert), Life of. . By ‘ 
J. G. EockharC D.C.L. A 
new and enlarged Edition. Re- 
vised by William Scott Douglas. 
3s. 6d. 

BURTON’S (Robert]iAiiatoiaTof 
Melanoholy. Edited l^ the Rev. 
A. R. ShUleto, M.A. With In- 
troduction by A. H. Bullen, and 
full Index. 3 vols. 3r. each* . 


(Sr B. V.) Fomnil 
NanratlT6 of a .WligrItnBge to 

Captain Sir Richard F. Burton, 
K.C.M.G. With an Introduction V 
by Stanley Lane-Poole, and alt ' 
the original Illustrations. 2 vols, 
3s, 6d. each. 

This is the copyri^t edi« ^ 
tion, containing the autnors lat^ 
notes. 

BUTLER'S (Bichop) Analogy 
Religion, Natural and Revosli^. 
to the Constitution and Couisaw' 
Nature; together wift two ’ 
sedations on Pergonal Identll^m 
on the Nature of Virtue, ' cm 


BUTLER’S (SamnSl) 

tiKat. ir 


trations. p* 

or, further 

Outline Portrdtaf 

OJBSAR. 

GalUo andOifll, 
• lated A. 




▼ # 

Cmitmned in BoA??s Libraries. 


% 


. ^ 1 ^ Lufllad ; the W 
iBOVm of ItMie. An Epic Poem. 

V iPttmsUted by W. J J^ickle. ' sth 

^ ' E(&t&o&i revised by K R. Hodges, 

'■ II.C.P. St* 6d, • 

• 

^ .r OAB&FAS (The) of Maddaloni. 

; Naples under Spanish Bominion. 

’ Thmslated from the German of 
Alfred de Reumont. 31. ddT. 

• * • 

^ OABLYLS’S French Revolution. 
Edited by J. Holland Rose, 

' . litt.D. lilus. 3 vols. 5r. each. 

.. ' Ssurtor Besartua. With 75 

. IllustratioiA by Edmund J. Sul- 
Hvan. 5 j. 

; 0 ARFBNTSB *8 (Dr. W. B.) 
Boology. Revised Edition, by 
W. S. Dallas, F.L.S. With vgry 
numerous Woodcuts. Vol. I. 6r. 

t 0ut of print. 

0;^?XNTBR’8 Meahanloal 

V PhUosoplqr. Astronomy, and 
Horology. i8x Woodcuts. 51. 

Vegetable Physiology and 
Syatematlo Botany. Revised 
£^tion, by E. Lankestcr, M.D., 
^c. With very numerous Wood- 

r * cuts. df. 

^ . Animal Physiology. Revised 

Edition. With upwards of 300 
Woodcuts, df. ' 

C ASTDH (H) SdhoolB 
Jiaaters of Fence, from the 
Midfhe Ages to the End of the 
> Eighteenth Century. By P^erton 

Me Biblifl^phy. Ulus- 
i with 140 Reproductions of 
{ and 6 Plates of 
ig 114 Examples. 



1*9 Bvenlnga at 
With 24 En- 
$tecl front detdgos by 
the Letterpress by tiic 
dftOMrabe% jp* 


OATULLUS, TibuUoa, and tlMt . 
Vigil of Venua. A Literal Prose 

, Translation. 5/. 

CELLINI (Benvenuto). Mh- 
molra of, written by Himself. 
Translated by Thomas Roscoe. 
gr. 6(i. 

CERVANTES’ Don Quixote de 
la Manoha. MoUeaux's Trans- 
lation revised. 2 vols. ir. 6ti. 
lachT 

Galatea. A Pastoral Ro- 
mance. Translated l)y G. W. J. 
Gyll. 3^. 6ii. 

Exemplary Novela. Trans- > 

latec^by VValtrr K. 35. 

CHAUCER’S Poetical Worha. 
Kaited by Robert Bell. Revised 
Ivldion, wilh a Preliminary Essay 
by Prof. W. W. Skeat, M.A. 4 
vols. 3x. 6^. each. 

CHESS CONGRESS of ISdS. 

A Collection of the Games played. 
Edited by J. Lowenthal. 5/. ^ 

' CHEVREUL on Colour. TiatUk 
lated from the French by Charles 
Martel. Third Edition, with 
Plates, 5r. ; or with an additional vr 
series of 16 Plates in Colours, „ < . 
7x- 6d. 

OHILLINGWORTH’S ReUglon 
of Proteatanta. A Safe Way to 
Salvation. 3;. 6<f. 

CHINA, Pictorial, DeaorlpUTe, 
and Historical. With Map and 
nearly ico Illustrations. 

CHRONICLES OF THE ORU- 
SADES. Contemporary Narra- 
tives of the Crusade of Richard 
Coeur de Uon, by Richard ol... 

. Devises and Geoffrey deVinsanf; - 
and of the Crusade at St. Loi^^ 
hy Lord John de JoinvilIe> . - 

OXOEBO’S Oratiotti. 

Iqr Pw£ C. D. Vo^9 
yds. ' 5#; each* . ^ 
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OlOEBO'S Letters. Translated by 
Evelyn S. Shuckburgh. 4 vols. 
5^. each. 

On Oratory and Orators. 

With Letters to Quintus and 
Brutus. Translated by the Rev. 
J. S. Watson, M.A. 5/. , 

On the Nature of the Gods, 

Divination, Fate, Laws, a Re- 
public, Consulship. Translated 
by Pr^. C. D. Yonge, M.A., a«d 
Francis Barh.im. 5r. 

— Academics, De Finibus, and 
Tusculan Questions. By Prof. 
C. D. Yonge, M.A. ^s, 

* — Offices ; or. Moral puties. 
Cato Major, an Essay on Old 
Age; Loelius, an Essay on Friend- 
ship ; Scipio’s Dream ; Paradoxes ; 
I..etter to Quintus on Magistrates. 
Translated by C. R. Edmonds. 
3x. 6d. 

CORNELIUS NEPOS.— 

• Justin. 

CLARE’S (Hugh) Introduction 
to Heraldry. i8th Edition, Re- 
vised and Enlarged by J. R. 
Planch^, Rouge Croix. With 
nearly 1000 Illustrations. 5x. Or 
with the Illustrations Coloured, 
iSj. 


CLASSIC TALES, containing 
Rasselas, Vicar of Wakefield, 
Gulliver’s Travels, and The Senti- 
mental Journey. 3J. 

COLERIDGE’S ( 3 . T.) Friend. 
A Scries of Es.says on Morals, 
Politics, and Religion. 3J. 6 d, 

Aids to Reflection, and the 

Confessions of an Inquiring 
S riRiT, to which are added the 
Essays on Faith and the Book 
OF Common Prayer. 3J. 6 d . 

Lectures and Notes on 

Shakespeare and other Engllah 
Poets. Edited by T. Ashe, ax.firf. 


COllERlbGE’S Blographla Lite- 
rarla; together with Two Lay 
Sermons. 3r. 6 d,* * 

Table- falk and Omnlana. 

Edited by T. Ashe, B.A. 3J. 6d, 

9 • 

Miscellanies, iBsthetlovand 

Llteraigr; to which is added. 
The Theory of Life. Col- 
lected and arranged by T. Ashe, 
B.A. 3x1 (kf. • * 

COMTE’S Positive Philosophy. 
Translated and condensed by 
Harriet Martineau. With Intro- 
duction by Frederjp Harrison. 

3 vols. 5x. each. 

COMTE’S Philosophy of the 
Sciences, being an Exposition of 
the Principles of the Cours de 
Fhihsofkie Positive* By G. II. 
Lewes. 5 j. « 

CONDE'S History of the 
minion of the Arabs In Spain. 
Translated by Mrs. Foster. 3 
vols. 3x. 6<f. each. 

COOPER’S Bioc^phlcal Dlo- 
tlonary. Containing Concise 
Notices (upwards of 15,000) of 
Eminent Persons of all Ages and 
Countries. By Thompson Cooper, 
F.S.A. With a Supplement, 
bringing the work down to 1883. 

2 vols. 5x. each. 

C 02 E’S Memoirs of the Duke of 
Marlborough. With his original 
Conespondeiioe. By W. Coxe, 
M.A., F.R.S. Revised edition 
by John Wade. 3 vols. 3x. 
each. 

An Atlas of the plans of 
Marlborough’s campaigns, 4to. 
lox. td* 


History of the fioose of 

Austria (1218-1792). Wi^ A 
Continuation from the Acoes&Soh^ 
of Francis I. to the Revctttdi^:iM 
1848. 4 vols. 3x. fid. each. 



Contained in Bo/m's Libraries. 


OBAlX’S(a. LOPumit of laow- 
• ledge undir Dlfflooltles. inus< 
» trated by Anecdote^ and Memoirs. 
Revised edition, with numerous 

Woodcut Portraits and Plates. 

♦ • ^ 

CBinESHANR’S Pgnoh and 
Jttdy. The Dialogue of the 
Puppet Show ; an Account of its 
Origin, to ,With«24 lllustra* 
tions, and Coloured Plates, de- 
signed and engraved by G. Cruik- 
shank. 5r. 

GUNNIN&HAM’S Lives of the 
Most Emlnont British Painters. 
A New Edition, with Notes and 
Sixteen fresh Lives. By Mrs. 
Pleaton. 3 vols. 31. (kf. each. 

« 

DANTE. ]pivlne Oomedy. Trans- 
lated by the Rev. H. F. Cary, 

^M.A. 3f. 6</. 

Translated into English Verse 

liy I. C. Wright, M.A. 3rd Edi- 
tion, revised. With Portrait, and 
34 Illustrations on Steel, after 
Fiaxman. 

DANTE. The Inferno. A Literal 
ftose Translation, with the Text 
of the Original printed on the same 
page. By John A. Carlyle, M.D. 
5 ^- 

The Purgatorlo. AJl^iteral 

Prose Translation, with the Text 
printed on the same page. By 
W. S. Dugdale. Sj. 

DE OOMMINES (PhlUp), Mo- 
molriof. Containingtbe Histories 
of Louis XI. and Cnarles Vlll., 
Kings of France, and Charles 
the Bold, Duke of Burgundy. 
Together with the Scandalous 
Cbioniele, or Secret History of 
1^19 XL» by Jean de Troyes. 

. Translated by Andrew R. Scoble. 

With Portraits. 2 vols. 3f. fd* 

' each* • 


DEFOE’S Novels and MtsoeL 
laneouB Works. With Prefaces 
and Notes, including those attri- 
buted to Sir W. Sco t, 7 vols. 
3r. 6^. each. 

I.—Caplain Singleton, and 
* Colonel Jack. 

11 . —Memoirs of a Cavalier, 
Captain Carlcton, 
^ • I, Dickory Cronke, &c. 

III. — Mull P'landers, and the 

History of the Devil. 

IV. — Roxana, and Life of Mrs. 

Christian Davies. 

V.— History of the Great Pli^e 
of London, 1665 ; The 
Storm (1703) ; and the 
True-burn Englishman. 

VI.— Duncan Campbell, New 
Voyage round the 
World, and Political 
Tracts. 

VII. — Robinson Crusoe. • 

DEMMIN’S History of Arms 
and Armour, from the Earliest 
Period. By Auguste Demmin. 
Translated by C. C. Black,^M.A. 
With nearly 2000 Illustrations. 
7 j. (id. 

DEMOSTHENES’ Orations. 
Translated by C, Kann Kennedy^ 
5 vols. Vol. I., 3J. 6 f 4 ; Vob. 
II* -V,, $s. each. 

DE STAEL’S Oorlnne or Italy. 
By Madame de Sta^l. Trans- 
lated by Emily Baldwin and 
Paulina Driver. 35. 6 d. 

DEVET’S XaOglo, or the Science 
of Inference. A Popular Manual. 
By J. Devey. 51. 

DIOTIONART of Latin and 
GredL Quotations ; mclnding 
Proverbs, Maxims, Mottoes, Law 
Terms and Phrases. •With sdl the 



8 An AlpJiahetical List of Books 


Quantities marke< 1 , and English 
Translations. With Index Ver- 
boram (622 pages). 5^. 

DIOTIONART of Obsolete and 
Provincial English. Compiled 
by Thomas Wright, M.A., F.S A., 
&c. 2 vols. 5 j. each. * 

DIDRON’S Christian Icono- 
graphy: a llis-tory of Christian 
Art in the Mi«ldle Ages. Trans- 
lated \if E. J. Millington and 
completed by Margaret Stokes. 
With 240 Illustrations. 2 vols. 
Ss, each. 

DIOGENES LAERTIUS. Lives 
^and Opinions of the A^olent 
Philosophers. Translated by 
Prof. C. D. Yonge, M.A. 5^* 

DOBREE'S Adversaria. Edited 
by the late Prof, Wagner. 2 vols. 
5 j. each. 

DODD’S Epigrammatists. A 
Selection from the Epigrammatic 
' Literature of Ancient, Mediaeval, 
and Modern Times. By the Rev. 
Henry Philip Dodd, M.A. Ox^ 
ford. 2nd Edition, revised and 
enlarged. 6.r. 

DONALDSON’S The Theatre of 
the Greeks. A Treatise on the 
History and Exhibition of the 
Greek Drama. With numerous 
Illustrations and 3 Plans. By John 
William Donaldson, D.D. 5^* 

DRAPER’S History of the 
Intellectual Development of 
Europe. By J ohn William Draper, 
M.D., LL.D. 2 vols. 5 j. each. 

DUNLOP’S History of FloUon. 
A new Edition. Revised by 
Henry Wilson. 2 vols. 55. each. 

DYER'S History of Modem Eu- 
rope, from the Fall of Constan- 
tinople. 3rd edition, revised and 
continued to the end of the Nine- 
teenth C'*ntury. By Arthur Ilas- 
sall, M.^. 6 vols. 3r. 6cf each. 


DYER’S (Dr. T. H.) PompoU : 
Buildings and Amiquities. By 
T. H. Dyei^ LL.D. With nettriy> 
300 Wood Engravings, a large 
Mam and a Plan of the Fonyn. 

7f. &. f 

DYER(ll^F. T.) British Popular * 
Customs, Present and Past. 

An Account of ^he*7arious Games 
and Customs associated with Dif- 
ferent Days of the Year in the 
British Isles, arranged according 
to the Calendar. By the Rev. 

T. F. Thiselton Dye|, M.A. 5r. 

EBERS’ Egyptian Prlnoess. An 
Historical Novel. By George 
Ebers. Translated by £. S. 
Buchheim. 3r. 6</. 

EDGEWORTH’S glories for 
Children. With 8 Illustrati^s 
by L. Speed. 3x. ^ 

ELZE’S William Shakespeare. 

SliAKESPEAKS. 

EMERSON’S Works. 5 vols. 

31. 6</. each. 

I. — E.ssays and Representative- 
Men. 

II.^English Traits, Nature, and 
Conduct of Life. 

III. — Society and Solitude — Letters 
and Social Aims — Ad- 
t: dresses. 

VI. — Miscellaneous Pieces. 

V.— Poems. 

ENNEMOSER’S History of 
Maglo. Translated by William ' 
Howitt. 2 vols. 5r. eadb. . , 

EPXOTETUS, The Dlseoux^s ctf. " 
With the ENCHBiRiniplff and 
Fragments. Translated 
Long, M.A. 5^, 

suBiPism A Iter 
Translation in Prose. By 
Coleridge, ]|f.A. 2 vols, 



Conta^ed Bohn's Libraries » 


•Jfe O^i'icOPrD'lK — See J ustin, 

i *iBU6iQBius pai4philus 

SoolealaBtloal History of. Trans- 
: la\fd by Rev. C.F. Cruse, MfA. Sj. 

SVSSLYN’S Diary azai Corre- 
X apondendence. Edited from the 

Original ^^S. by W. Bray, 

- F.A.S. With 45 en^avings. 4 

vols. Sj. each. 

FAIRHOLT’S Costume In Eng- 
land. A History of Dress to the 
end of the#Eighteenth Century. 
3i‘d Edition, revised, by Viscount 
Dillon, V.P.S.A. Illustrated with 
above 700 Engravings. 2 vols, 
Sj. each. 

FIELDING’S Adventures ot 
Joseph Andrews and his Friend 
Ur. Abraham Adams. With 
Cruikshank’s Illustrations, jx. &/. 

History of Tom Jones, a 

Foundling. With Crviikshank’s 
Illustrations. 2 vols. 3s. 6ci. each. 

— Amelia. With Cruikshank’s 
Illustrations. 5x, 

FLAXMANS Leotiures on Sculp- 
ture. By John Flaxman, R.A. 
With Portrait and 53 Plates. 6x. 

FOSTER’S (John) Life and Cor- 
respondence. Edited by E. 
Kyland. 2 vols. 3X. each. 

Critical Essays. Edited by 

J, E. Ryland. 2 vols. 3J. 6d. 

eadi. 

Essays ; on Decision of Ch.'i- 
. lacter ; on a Man’s writing Me- 
of Himself; on the epithet 
Rjqmanfiej on the aversion of 
V Mep oCTwSte to Evangelical Re- 

Essays on the Evils of Popular 
,!:1^QioMce ; to which is added, a 
t' l^leootse on the PR>pagatlon of 
’^risdanity in India. 3s. 6d, 


FOSTER S Essays on the Im- 
provement of Time. Willi Notks 
OF Sermons and other Pieces. 
3 -r- 6(i. 

C^S PART'S History of Italian 
Literature. Translated by Her- 
' man Oclsner, M.A., Ph.D. 
Vol. I. 3j. 6d. 

OiiibFFREY OF MONMOUTH, 
Chronicle o/d Et^lish 

Chtomcles. 

GESTA ROMANORTTM, or En- 
tertaining Moral Stories invented 
by t|^e Monks. Translated by thf 
Rev. Charles Swan. Revised 
Edition, by Wynnanl Hooper, 
B.A. 5 -*"» 

GILDAS, Chronicles of.~ See Old 
English Chronicles. 

GIBBON’S Decline and Fall of 
the Roman Empire. Complete ^ 
and Unabridged, with Variorum 
Notes. Edited by an English 
Churchman. With 2 Maps and 
Portrait, 7 vols. 3s. 6d, each. 

GILBART’S History, Principles, 
and Practice of Banking. By 
the late J. W. Gilbart, F.R.S. 
New Edition, revised by A. S. 
Michie. 2 vols. ios. 

GJL BLAS, The Adventures of. 
Translated from the French of 
Lesage by Smollett. With 24 
Engravli*gs on Steel, after Smirke. 
and 10 Etchings by George CruUc- 
shank. 6s. 

GIRALDUS CAMBRENSIS* 
Historical Works. Translated 
by Th. Forester, M.A., and Sir 
R. Colt Iloare. Revised Edition, 
Edited by Thomas Wright, M.A., ' 
F.S.A. Sr. 

GOETHE’S Faust. Part I. Ger- 
man Text with Hayward’s Prose 
Translation and Notes,* Revised 
by C. A Bochhetm, Ph.D. 51, 
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Quanlities marked, and English 
Translations. With Index ver- 
bonim (622 pages). 5^. 

DICTIONARY of Obsolete and 
Provlnolal English. Compiled 
by Thomas Wright, M. A., F.S A., 
&c. 2 vols. 5 j. each, * 

DIDRON’S Christian Icono- 
graphy: a History of Christian 
Art in the Middle Ages. Trans- 
lated E. J. Millington and 
completed by Margaret Stokes. 
With 240 Illustrations. 2 vols. 
5r. each. 

DIOGENES LAERTIUS. Lives 

*and Opinions of the Aj^olent 
Philosophers. Translated by 
Prof. C, D. Yonge, M.A, 5/. 

DOBREE'S Adversaria. Edited 
by the late Prof. Wagner. 2 vols, 
5r. each. 

DODD’S Epigrammatlats. A 
Selection from the Epigrammatic 
• Literature of Ancient, Mediaeval, 
and Modern Times. By the Rev. 
Henry Philip Dodd, M.A. Ox- 
ford. 2nd Edition, revised and 
enlarged. 6s, 

DONALDSON’S The Theatre of 
the Greeks. A Treatise on the 
IIistt)ry and Exhibition of the 
Greek Drama. With numerous 
Illustrations and 3 Plans. By John 
William Donaldson, D.D. 5r. 

DRAPER’S History of the 
Intellectual Devdopment of 
Europe. By John William Draper, 
M.D., LL.D. 2 vols. 5r. each. 

DUNLOP’S History of Flotion. 
A new Edition. Revised by 
Henry Wilson, a vols, 5 j. each. 

DYER’S History of Modem Eu- 
rope, from the Fall of Constan- 
tinople. 3rd edition, revised and 
continued to the end of the Nine- 
teenth C«>ntiiry. By Arthur Has- 
sall, 6 vols. 3^. 6d each. 


DYER’S (Dr T. H.) POmpeJl : its ! 
Buildings and Amiquities, 

T. H. Dyei* LL.D. With nearly 
300 Wo^ Engravings, a large 
Mam and a Plan of the Fonvn« 

7s. €d. r 

D 7 X!B(lfF. T.) British Popular ^ 
Customs, Present and Past. 
An Account of tjie^'/ariotts Games 
and Customs associated with Dif- 
ferent Days of the Year in the 
British Isles, arranged according 
to the Calendar. By the Rev, 

T. F. Thiselton Dye|, M.A. Sx. 

EBERS* Egyptian Princess. An 
Historical Novel. By George 
Ebers, Translated by E. S. 
Buchheim. 3s. 6if. 

EDGEWORTH’S glories for 
Children. With 8 Illustratic^ 
by L. Speed. 31. 6^. ^ 

ELBE’S William Shakespeare. 

— Sed Shakespeare. 

EMERSON’S Works. 5 vols. 

31. 6e/. each. 

I. — Essays and Representative- ■ 
Men. 

II.— English Traits^ Nature, and 
Conduct of Life. 

III. — Society and Solitude — Letters 
and Social Aims — Ad- 
«; dresses. 

VI. — Miscellaneous Pieces. 

V. — Poems. 

ENNEMOSER’B History of 
Magic. Translated by " 

Howitt. 2 vols. 5r.each. 

EPICTETUS, The DI«Mnil!M 
With the EncheiridiOH^ . iMSd;' 
Fragments. Tranidated by 
Long, M.A. 5x* 

EURIPIDES. A Hew 
Translation in Prose. By ErfeA’ 
Coleridge, If .A. 2 vols. 



Contacted Bohn*s Libraries, 


•JBXJTROl^rD’H — ^•S'w Justin, 

*»TJSEBI 0 S PAlJPHILUS, 
; Eooleslastloal History of. Trans- 
if by Rev. C. F. Cruse, MS\. 5 j, 

\ EYELTN’S Diary and Corre- 
? • n>ondeiidenoe. Edited from the 
Original MSS. by W. Bray, 

* ' F.A.S. With 45 enjjravings. 4 
▼ols. 5 j. each. 

FAIRHOLT’S Costume In Eng- 
land. A History of Dress to the 
end of tht#Eightecnth Century. 
3rd Edition, revised, by Viscount 
Dillon, V.P.S.A. Illustrated with 
above 700 Engravings. 2 voJs. 
5 j. each. 

FXELDINO’S Adventures 01 
Joseph Anorewsand his Friend 
SJr. Abraham Adams. With 
Cruikshank’.s Illustrations, p, tii. 

History of Tom Jones, a 

Foundling. With Cruikshank’s 
Illustrations. 2 vok. 3^. 6 (t each. 

— — Amelia. With Cruikshank’s 
Illustrations. 5/. 

FIiAZMANB Leotures on Sculp- 
ture, By Jolui Flaxman, K.A. 
With Portmit and 53 Plates. 6 j. 

FOSTEKB (John) Life and Cor- 
respondence. Edited by K. | 
Ryland. 2 vols. 3^. 6</. each. 

Grltioal Essays. Edited by 

J. £. Ryland. 2 vols. 31. 6c/. 

' each, 

„ _ . on Decision of Cha- 

racter ; on a Man’s writing Me- 
nipits of Himself ; on the epithet 
Romantic; on the aversion of 
Hen of Taate to Evangelical Ke- 
Jr; 

^ Eisayson the Evils of Popular 
^]^onmce ; to which is added, a 
j^^urse on the PA>pagatlon of 
P^tianity in India. Ss, A 4 


POSTER’S Esvays on the Im- 
provement of I'ime. With Notes 
OF Sermons and other Pieces. 
3s. 6//. 

a/.SPARY '3 History of Italian 
Literature. Translated by Her- 
man Oelsncr, M.A,, Ph.D. 
Vol. I. 3r.6^. 

GfibFPREY OF MONMOUTH, 
Chronicle of. -5’^^ Old EnslUh 
Ckromeles, 

OESTA ROMANORUM, or En- 
terraining Moral Stories invented 
by Ije Monks. Tninslated by the 
Rcy. Charles Swan. Revised 
Edition, by Wynnard Hooper, 
B.A. 5.f. 

OILDAS, OhronlcleB Old 

English Chmticles. 

GIBBON’S DeoUna and Fall of 
the Roman Empire. Complete ^ 
and Unabridged, with Variorum 
Notes. Edited by an English 
Churchman. With 2 Majjs and 
Portrait, 7 vols. 3^. 6r/, each, 

GILBART’S History, Principles, 
and Practice of Banking. By 
the late W. Gilbart, F.R.S. 
New Echtion, revised Ijy A. S. 
Michie. 2 vols. loj. 

GJL BLAS, The Adventures of. 
Translated from the French of 
r..esage by Smollett. With 24 
Engravlfigs on Steel, after Smirkc, 
and 10 Etchings by George Cruik- 
shank. 6x. 

GIRALDUS 0 AMBRENSI 8 ’ 
Historical Works. Translated 
by Th. Forester, M.A., and Sir 
R. Colt lloare. Revised Edition, 
Edited by Thomas Wright, M. A., 
F,S.A. 5J, 

GOETHE’S Faust. Parti. Ger- 
man Text with Hayward’s Prose 
Translation and Notes.* RevM 
by C. A. Budiheim, Ph.D. 
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GK>ETHB’8 Works. Translated 
into English by various hands. 
14 vols. 31. 6 d, each. 

1 . and II.— Poetry and Truth * 
from My Own Life. New 
and revised edition. * 

III. — Faust. Two Parts, com- 

plete. (Swan wick.) 

IV. — Novels and Tales. , « 1 

V. — Wilhelm Meistei’s AppteX- ' 

ticeship. 

VI. — Conversations with EcUer- 

mann and Soret. 

VIII. — ^Dramatic Works. 

*IX. — Wilhelm Mcister*s Tr^'Vels. 

X. — Tour in Italy, and Second 
Residence in Rome. 

XI. — Miscellaneous Travels, 

XII. — Early and Miscellaneous 

Letters. 

XIV. — Reineke Fox, West-Eastern 
Divan and Achilleid. 

" GOLDSMITH’S Works. A new 
Edition, by J, W. M. Gibbs. 5 
vols. 31. 6 d. each. 

GHAMMONT’S Memoirs of the 
Court of Charles II. Edited by 
Sir Walter Scott. Together with 
the Roscobel Tracts, including 
two not before published, <kc. 
New Edition. 5r. 

GRAY’S Letters. Including the 
Correspondence of Gray and 
Mason. Edited by the Rev. 
D. C. Tovey, M.A. Vols. I. 
and II. 3r. each. 

GREEK ANTHOLOGY. Trans- 
lated by George Burges, M.A. Sr. 

GREEK ROMANCES of Hello- 
doruB, Longus, and Achilles 
Tatlus— viz., The Adventures of 
Tbeagenes & Chariclea ; Amours 
of Daphnisand Chloe ; and Loves 
of Clitopho and Leucippe. Trans- 
lated by i Rev. R. Smith, M.A. 


GREGORY’S Letfto on the* 
Evidences! Doctrines, ft Duties » 
of the Christian Religion. By 
Dr. plinthus Gregory. 35. 

GREENE, MARLOWE, and 
BEN IrONSON. Poems of. . 
Edited by Robert Bell. 31. 6d, 

OBIMM’S* Ta£z!S. With the 
Notes of the Original. Translated 
by Mrs. A. Hunt. With Intro- 
duction by Andrew Lang, M.A. 

2 vols. 3r. 6d, eaclj.p 

Gammer Grethel; or, Ger- 
man Fairy Tales and Popular 
Stories. Containing 42 Fairy 
Tales. Trans, by Edgar Taylor. 
With numerous Woodcuts after 
George Cruikshank ^and Ludwig 
Grimm. 3^. 6d» ^ 

GROSSI’S Maroo Ylsoontl. 
Translated by A. F. D. The 
Ballads rendered into English 
Verse by C. M. P. 31, 

GUIZOT’S History of the 
English Revolution of 1640. 
From the Accession of Charles 
I. to his Death. Translated by 
William Hazlitt. 31. 6cl. 

History of Civilisation, from 

the Fall of the Roman Empire to 
the^ French Revolution. Trans- 
Kated by William Hazlitt. 3 vols. 
3J. each. 

HALL’S (Rev. Robert) Mlso^- 
laneous Works and Bemalna. . 
3s. W. 

HAMPTON COURT: A 8hci>% 
History of the Manor an4 
Palace. By Ernest Law, 

With numerous Illustrations. j 

HABDWIOX’S History of 
Articles of Religion, l^the klh 
C. Ilardwbdc. Revised by 
Rev. Francis Procter, M.A. 



Contmine^ in Bohn's Libraries. 


HAXTFF’S Tales. The Caravan— 
The Sheik of Al^andria — The 
Inn in the Spcssart. Trans, from 
•fjjje German by S. Mendel* 3x. 6rf. 

HAWTHORNE'S Tal^. 4vols. 
3x. 6 d> each. 

I. — Twic^-told Tales, and the 
Snow^magdl 

II. — Scarlet Letter, and the House 
with the Seven Gables. 

III. — Transformation [The Marble 

Faun], and Blithedale Ro- 
iftance. 

IV. — Mosses from an Old Manse. 

HAZLITT’S Table-talk. Essays 
on Men and Manners. By W. 

Hazlitt. 6 J. 

* • 

Leottires on the Literature 

of the Age of Elizabeth and on 
Characters of Shakespeare’s I'lays. 
3 -f* 6^/. 

Leotures on the English 

Poets, and on the English Comic 
Writers. 3 j. 6</. 

The Plain Speaker. Opinions 

on Books, Men, and Things. 31. 6</. 

Round Table, v, bd. 

Sketohos and Essays. 

3x. 6f/. 

The Spirit of the Age ; or, 

Contemporary Portraits. Edited 
by W. Carew Hazlitt. ^ 6 d. 

View of the English Stage. 

Edited by W. Spencer Jackson. 
3 x. 

HEATON'S Oonoiae History of 
Painting. New Edition, revised 
by Cosmo Monkhouse. 5x. 

HEGEL'S Leotures on the Philo- 
sophy of History. Translated by 
J. Sibrte, M.A. 

HEINE'S Poems, Complete 
TraoBlated by Edgar A. Bowring, 

; as. . 

— TrsTel-Piotures, including the 
Tour in the Harz, Norderney, and 


Book ul Ideas, together with the 
Romantic School. Translated by 
Francis Storr. A New Edition, 
revised throughout. With Appen- 
dices and Maps. 3X. 6^. 

HELP’S Life of Obristopber 
Columbus, the Discoverer of 
America. By Sir Arthur Helps, 

^ 3J. 6d. 

Life of Hemandto Oortes, 

and the Conquest of Mexico. 2 
vols. 3x. 6ff. each. 

Life of Plzarro. 3s, 6d. 

Life of Las Casas the A|x>4tle 

orthe Indies. 3J. 6t/. 

HENDERSON (E.) Seleot Hls- 
torloal Documents of the Middle 
Ages, including the most famous 
Charters relating to England, the 
Finpire, the Church, &c., from 
the 6th to the 14th Centuries. 
Translated from the l.Atin and 
edited by Ernest F. Hendersoi^ 
A.B., A.M., Ph.D. 5x. 

HENFREY’S Guide to English 
Coins, from the Conquest to the 
present time. New and revised 
Edition by C. F. Keary, M.A., 
F.S.A. 6s. 

HENRY OF HUNTINGDON'S 
History of the English. Trans- 
lated by T. Forester, M.A. gr. 

HENRY’S (Matthew) Exposition 
of the Book of the Psalms. 51, 

HELIODORUS. Theagenes and 
Charlclea. — Sea Greek Ro- 
mances. 

HERODOTUS. Triinslated by the 
Rev. Henry Cary, M.A. 3s. 6«f. 

— — Notes on. Original and Se- 
lected from the best Commenta- 
tors. By D. W. Turner, M.A. 
With Coloured Map. Sr. 

Analysis and Bummary of 

By J. T. Wheeler, 
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H&SIOD, CALIJMACHBS, and 
THI-.OG-NIS, Translated by the 
Rev. J. Banks, M. A. 5 j. 

HOFFMANN’S (E, T. W.) The 
Seraplou Brethren. Translat^^d 
from the German by Id. -Col. Alex. 
Ewing. 2 vols. 3s. 6e/. each. 

HOLBEIN'S Dance of Death 
and Blblo Oul s. U pwards^of *i jo 
Siibjccfs, engraved in facsimile, 
with Introduction and Descrip- 
tions by Francis Douce and Dr. 
Thomas Frognall Ditnlon. 5 j. 


HUMBOLDT’S P^Kwmil Kaitni-T'. 
live of hisr Travels to the 
noctial Regions of America dtinpg^ , 
the years 179^1804. Translated^ 
by T. Ross. 3 vols. 51. eaC(i. 

Views of Nature. Translated 

by E. C. Ott 4 and H. G. Bohn. .* 

5 " . . • 

HUMPHREYS’ OoJn OoUeotor'B 
Manual. By H. N. Humphreys, 
with upwards of 140 Illustrations 
on Wood and Steel. 2 vols. 
each. ff 


jgjOMEIl'S Iliad. Transl'Ued into 
Fnglisli Tiobc by T. A. Btf-klcy, 
B.A. 5J. 

— Odyssey. Hymns, Epigrams, 
and Battle of the Frogs and Mice. 
Translated into English Prose by 
T. A. Buckley, B.A. 

~ Sffe also PoFK. 

HOOPER’S (G.) Waterloo ; The 
Downfall of the First Napo- 
leon: a History of the Campaign 
of 18x5. By George Helper. 
With Maps and Plans. 3J. od, 

The Campaign of Sedan : 

The Downfall of the Second Em- 
pire, August -September, 1870. 
With General Map and Six Plans 
of Battle. 3r, 6rf. 

HORACE. A new literal Prose 
tianslation, by A. Hamilton Bryce, 
LL.D. p.6d. 

HUGO’S (Victor) Dramatic 
Works. Ilernani—Ruy Bias — 
The King’s Diversion. Translated 
by Mrs. Newton Crosland and 
F, U Slous. 3J. 6d. 

-V— Poems, chiefly Lyrical. Trans- 
lated by various Writers, now first 
collected by J. II. L. Williams. 
3r. 6rf. 

HUMBOLDT’S Cosmos. Trans- 
lated by E. C. Ott^, B. H. Paul, 
, and W. Si Dallas, F.L.S. 5 vols, 
3^. each, excepting Vol. V. 5^, 


HUNGARY : its History and Re- 
volution, together with a copious 
Memoir of Kossuth. 3^. 6d* 

HUTCHINSON (Colons). 
molrs of the Llfe*bf. By bis 
Widow, Lucy ; together with b&i 
Autobiography, and an AcCCmnt 
of the Siege of Lathom Plouse* 
Ss,6d. 

HUNT’S Poetry of Solenoe. By 
Richard Hunt. 3rd Edition, re- 
vised and enlarged. 5^. 


INGULPH’H Ghronloles of the 
Abbey of Oroyland, with the 
Continuation by Peter of Blois , 
and other Writers. Translated by, 
H. T. Riley, MA. 55. 


iRVltfU’S (Washington) Ooai. - 
plete Works. 15 vols. With Por- - 
traits, &c, 3J. 6(i. each. 

1.— Salmagundi, KulckcP^V 
bocker’s History IfeW. ' : 
York. ^ 


II.~The Sketch-Book, 
Life of Oliver 

IV.-The. Alhambfiu 
Traveller. 

V.=^Chroidcle of the 
of Granada, I. 
the Conquest of 




Contawed^n Bohn's Libraries. 


'* jfeviN$^s{WAfiHiNnTON) Com plkte 
" Works eontintteck' 

\ yi' & VII.— Life and Voyages of 
• Columbus, fogethl^r with 

^ , the Voyages of his Coni- 

^ panions* • 

VIII. — Astoria, A Tour on the 
Praxes. 

IX.— Liife of MRhome^y Livesof the 
Successors of Mahomet. 

X. — Adventures of Captain Bon- 
neville, U.S.A., Wolfert*s 
Roost. 

XI. — Biogiraphies and Miscella- 
tysous Papers. 

.XII.-XV. — Life of George Wash- 
ington. 4 vols. 

— IiUSd and Letters. By his 
^ Nephew, Pierre E. Irving. 2 tols. 

. 3r. 6if. each. 

iftoOBATES, The Orations of. 
Translated J. II. Freese, M.A. 
Vol. I. sx. 

^TAMSS’S (G. P. R.) Life of 
Richard Oceur de Lion. 2 vols. 
3x. each. 

-JAMRSON’S (Mrs.) Shake- 
apeare’8 Heroines. Character- 
istics of Women: Moral, Poetical, 
and Historical. By Mrs. Jameson. 
IS. fid. 

JRSEB’S (R.) Aneodotes oWogs. 
With 40 Woodcuts and 34 Steel 
Engravings. 5x. 

^RSSR*S (J. H.) Memoirs of the 
, Court of Rn^and during the 
; 'Rtfgn of the Stuarts, including 
the Protectorate. 3 vols. With 
Poi:Uaits. 5X. each. 

IkCepnohm of the Pretenders 
" Adherents. With 6 

^hliilOW'S XitvM of ttia Poota. 

H Mrs. Alexander Napier, 

g' imh Itttrodttd^ by Professor 
31F0IS. 3s.6d.euch. 
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JOSEPHUS (Flavius) The Works 
of, Whiston’s Translation, re- 
vised by Rev. A R Shilleio, M.A 
With Topographical and (ieo. 
graphical Notes b> Colom-I Sir 
• C. W Wilson, K.C.B. 5 vols. 
3r. 6d, each. 

JULIAN, the Emperor. Contain- 
iegjpregory N.izianzen’s Two In- 
^’vectives and Libanus* • Monody, 
with Julian’s extant Theosophical 
Works. Translated liy C. W, 
King, M.A. 5J. 

JUNIUS’S Letters. With all the 
No|^“s of Wood fall’s Edition, aift 
important Additions. 2 vols. 
Jj. 6f/. each. 

JUSTIN CORNELIUS NEP 08 , 
and EUTROPIUS. Translated 
by the Rev. J. S. Watson, M.A. 
Sf- 

JUVENAL, PSR8IUS, SUL- 
PIOIA and LUOILIUS. Trans-^ 
lated by L. Evans, M.A, 5J. 

KANT’S Critique of Pure Reason. 
Translated byj. M. D. Meikle- 
john. 5x. 

Prolegomena and Meta- 
physical FoundatlonsofNatural 
Science. Translated l^E. Belfort 
Bax. 5 j. 

KEIQHTLEY’B (Thomas) My- 
thology of Ancient Greeoe and 
Italy. 4th Edition, revised by 
Leonard Schmitz, Fh.D., LL,D. 
With 12 Plates from the Antique* 

S^- 

KRIGHTLRTS Fairy Mytlio* 
logy, illustrative of the Romance 
and Superstition of Various Coun- 
tries. Revised Edition, with 
Frontispiece by Cruikshank. 51. 

LAFOKTAlNR’SFabte. Trans- 
lated into English Verse by ^ism 
Wright. New Editiork %rith NoUe ' 
by J. W. M. Gibbs, 3s. 6d. 
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LAMARTINE'S History of the 
Girondists. Translated by H. T. 
Ryde. 3 vols. 31. 6df. each. 

— History of the Hestoratlozi 
of Monarchy In France (a Sequel 
to the History of the Girondists). 
4 vols. 3r. 6^. each. 

History of the Prennh# Re- 
volution of 1848 . 3J. td, • 

LAMB’S (Charles) Essays of Ella 
and EUana. Complete Edition. 
3r. (id. 

€ 

Specimens of English Dra- 
matic Poets of the Time of 
Elizabeth, y. 6 d. 

Memorials and Letters of 

Charles Lamb, By Serjeant 
Talfourd. New Edition, revised, 
by W. Carew Ilazlitl. 2 vols. 
3j. 6 d. each. 

Tales from Shakespeare 

With Illustrations by Byaiii Shaw. 

3J. 6r/. 

LANE’S Arabian Nights’ Enter- 
tainments. Edited by Stanley 
Lane-Poole, M.A., Liit.D. 4 
vols, 3J. 6f/. each. 

LANZrs History of Fainting In 
Italy, from the Period of the 
Revival of the Fine Arts to the 
End of the Eighteenth Century. 
Translated by Thomas Roscoe. 
3 vols. 35. each. 

LAPPENBERG’S History of 
England under the Ani^o- 
Saxon Kings. Translated by 
B. Thorpe, F.S.A. New edition, 
revised by E. C. Ott6. 2 vols. 
3jr. (id. each. 

LECTURES ON PAINTING, 

by Barryt Opie, Fuseli. Edited 
by R. Wornum. 5r. 


LEONARDO 6a VINOl’^ 
Treatise '^n Painting. Trans* 
lated by J. F. Rigaud, R.A», 
Wi^h a Life of Leonardo by Jbhp , 
William Brown. With nuaerous 
Platesjv Ss, 

LEPSIUS'S Letters iVom Egypt, 
Ethloplr, and* the Peninsula of 
Sinai. Translated by L. and 
J. B. Horner. With Maps. 5 j. 

LESSING’S Dramatlo Works, 
Complete. Edited Ernest Bell, 
M.A. With Memoir of Lessing 
by Helen Zimmerd. 2 vols. 

3r. 6d. each. 

Laokoon, Dramatlo Notes, 

and the Representation ot 
Death by the Anqieats. Trans- 
lated by E. C. Beasley and Helen 
Zimmern. Edited by Edwixd 
Bell, M.A. With a Frontiwiecc 
of the Laokoon group. 35. 6 d, 

LILLY’S Introduction to Astro- 
logy. With a Grammar of 
Astrology and Tables for Cal- 
culating Nativities, by ZadkieJ. sr, , 

LIVY’S History of Rome. Trans- 
lated by Dr. Spillan, C. Edmonds, . 
and others. 4 vols. 51. each. 

LOCKE’S Philosophical Works. 
Edited by T. A. St, John, 2 vols, 

3j. 6 d, each. 

Life and Letters: By Lord . 

King. 3r, 6 d. . "T 

LOOKHART (J. a.)-*# 

LODGE’S Port»lts;of lUiatrlibtUi ' ' 
Personages of Great Britalr^: ^ 
with Biographical and IRstqfia^ 
Memoirs. 240 Portraits enjgtamtCV; 
on Steel, with the rfespeqdNre/jPtc^^J; ; 
graphics unabridgecL 8 
each. 

LONOl'SlIiI.OW’S 
Workfc WRh i6 luU-^ 
Engravings. 51. > * . 



Contained ht Bohn^s Libraries. 


{(OTTDON’S (ICraT) Natural 
Hfaltory. ftvised edition, by 
W. Sa Dallas, F.ls.S. With 
numerous Woodcut Illus. 5^. 

liiSwNDES’ Blbllografhor’s 
llff&aal of English Literature. 
, Enlarged Edition. % JI. G. 
^ Bohn. 6 Tols. cloth, 51. each. 
Or 4 vols. half moroc(jo, 2/. 2s, 

LONGUS. Daphnls and Ghloe. 
— Set Greek Romances. 

LUCAN’S Pharsalla. Translated 
by H. T. Riley, M.A. Sr. 

LUCIAN’S Dialogues of the 
Gods, of the Sea Gods, and 
of the Dead. Translated by 
Howard Williams, M.A. 51.^ 

LUCBETIUS. A Prose Trans- 
«latlon. By II. A. J. Munro. 
Reprinted /rom the Final (4th) 
Edition. With an Introduction 
byj. IJ. Duff, M.A. 5^. 

Translated by the Kcv. J. F. 

Watson, M.A, 51. 

lUUTHER’S Table-Talk. Trans- 
lated and’ Edited by William 
Hazlitt. 3r. 6d, 

Autobiography. — 

Michelet. 

MAOHIAVELLI’S History of 
Florence, together wfth the 
Prince, Savonarola, various His- 
torical Tracts, and a Memoir of 
Machlavelli. 3s. Sd, 

.dMALLFT’S Northern Antlqul- 
of an Historical Account of 
r ^ the Manners, Customs, Religions 
and Laws, Maritime Expeditions 
and Discoveries, La^uage and 
^ litmratlire, of the Ancient Scandi- 
navians. ' Translated by Bishop 
' PeKcy- Revised and Enlarged 
' { with a Translation of the 

, Prose Eoi>a. by J. A. Black- 
‘K. -welb jf. • 


MANTELL’S (Dr.) Petrlfaotlona 
and their Teachings. With nu- 
merous illustrative Woodcuts. 6r, 

Wondors of Geology. 8th 

Edition, revised by 1'. Rupert 
Jones, F.G.S. With a coloured 
Geological Map of England, 
Plates, and upwards oi 200 
Woodcuts. 2 vols. 7 j. 6d. each. 

MAAT^ONI. The Betrothed : 
i)eing a Translation of** I Pro- 
messi Sposi.* By Alessandro 
Manzoni. With numerous Wood- 
cuts. 5r. 

MARCO POLO’S Travels; tim 
Translation of Marsden revised 
by T. Wright, M.A., F.S.A. Jr. 

MARRYAT’S (Capt. R,N.) 
Masterman Ready. With 93 
Woodcuts. 3f. 6rf, 

Mission ; or, Scenes in Africa. 

Illu&tiatcd by Gill^ert and Dahiel, 
3J. 6 d. ^ 

Pirate and Three Cutters. 

With 8 Steel Engravings, from 
Drawings by Clarkson Stanfield, 
R.A. 3r. 6rf. 

Privateersman. 8 Engrav- 
ings on Steel. 3s, 6a 

Settlers In Canada. 10 En- 
gravings by Gilbert and Dalziel. 
3s, 6d, 

Poor Jack. With 16 Illus- 
trations after Clarkson Stansfiehl, 
R.A. 3J. 6d* 

Peter Simple. With 8 full- 

page Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Midshipman Easy, With 8 

full-page Illustrations. 3x. 6d, 

MARTIAL'S Epigrams, complete. 
Translated into Prose, each ac- 
companied by one or more Verse 
Translations selected from the 
Works of English Poets, and 
other .sources. 71. 6d, 
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MABTINEAU'S (Harriet) His- 
tory of England, from i8oo> 
1815. 3J. (id, 

— History of the Thirty Years’ 

Beaoe, a.d. 1815-46. 4 vols. 

31. (id, each. 

— Sti Comtds Positive Philosophy, 

MATTHEW PABIS’S EngUah 
History, from the Year 1235 to 
1273. Translated by Rev. J4 A. 
Giles. D.C.L. 3 vols. 5?. eadfa. 
[Vols. II. and 111. out of print. 

MATTHEW pP WESTMIN- 
STEB’S Flowers of History, 
from the beginning of the World 
c to A.D. 1307. Translated by C. D. 
Yonge, M. A. 2 vols. 5 A* each. 


— I — 

MILTON’S Prose WotKiA : 

by J. A. St. John.^S vdis^ -s|f. W ^ 
each. , . /‘i' ^ 

Poetical Works, with a {fe- V 

moil and Critical Remarltf . 

Tames Montgomery, ah Ifiix to. ; 
Paradisihliost, Todd’s Verbal Index^ , 
to all the Poems, and a Selectioh ^ 
of Expla^tory ^^tes by Henry : 
G. Bohni' Illustrated with 1(20 . ' 
Wood Engravings from Drawi^ ^ 
by W. Harvey. 3 vols. 31# oS*':' 
each. 

MITFOBD’S (Miss) Our VlUe^ie 
Sketches of Rural Character ai^ . 
Scenery. With 2 Engravings on . 
Steel. 2 vols. 31. 6d. each. ^ - 


MAXWELL’S Viotorlea of Wel- 
Ington and the British Armies. 
Frontispiece and 5 Portraits, ^s. 

MENZEL’S History of Germany, 
from the Earliest Period to 1842. 
3 vols. 3J. 6d, each. 

MICHAEL ANGELO AND 
RAPHAEL, their Lives and 
Works. By Diippa aud Quatre- 
mere dc Quincy. With Portraits, 
and Engravings on Steel. 51. 

MICHELET’S Luther’s Auto- 
biography. Trans, by William 
Hazlitt. With an Appendix (no 
pages) of Notes, ss, 6d, 

History of the French Bevo- 

lution from its earliest indications 
to the flight of the King in 1791. 
31. 6d, 

MlGNET’SHlstory of thePrench 
Revolution, from 1789 to 1814. 
3J. 6d. New edition reset. 

MILL (J. 8.). Early Essays by 
John Stuart Mill. Collected from 
various sources by J. W. M. Gibbs. 
3s. 6d. 

MILLER (Professor). History 
PhUoBophlcally IllUBtrated,from 
the Fall of the Roman Empire to 
the French Revolution. 4 vols. 
fyi. eaeh. 


MOLIEBE’S Dramatlo WoKki* 

A*’ new Translation in Englisft v.. 
Prose, by C. H. Wall. 3 volA /f 
3r. 6d, each. « 


MONTAGU. The Letters and 
Works of Lady Mary Wortley 
Montagu. Edited by her great^ 
grandson. Lord Wharncliflfe’s EdK 
tion, and revised by W. Moy./ 
Thomas. New Edition, revised, 
with 5 Portraits. 2 vols. $s, each.'' , 


MONTAIGNE’S Essays. Cotton’s' 
Translation, revised by W, C. 
Hazlitt. New Edition. 3 vpls. 
31. 6d, each. . . ^ 





V, 


)NTESQUIEU*B 

jBm. New Edition, revised and \ 


MOl^ 

Las 

corrected. By J. V. Pritbhaidr: 
A.M. 2 vols. 3s. 6d. each. 

MORPHTS Games of 
Being the Matches and b 
played by theAmerican.*^ 
with Explanatory and 
Notes by J. Lowentbsl^ 

MOTLEY 
the Dutoh 
By John LothiOpu 
Edition, with Biogia] 
duction by Moncure 
3 vols. .V. 






Contained^in Bohn^s Libraries. 


or.W 

the Fathered Tribes of the 
. ^ ^w^^M^snds. Raised by W. 
' Martin. With 52 Figures 

Birds and 7 Coloured Plates of 
2 vols. • 


imJSmSB. (Dr. A.)»* History 
Of the Obrlstlan Religion and 
<!fbarQh. Trans, from^the German 
hyJtTorrey. lovols. 3j.6rfleach. 

Llih of Jesufl Ohrlat. Trans- 
^ lated by J. McClintock and C. 

< BUmenth^. 3s. td, 

a 

.-r— History of the Planting and 
Training of the Christian 
Ohuroh by the Apostles. 
Translated W J. E. Ryland. 
2 vok. 3r. 6^. each. , 


HemoHals of Christian Life 
• in the Harly and Middle Ages ; 
including light in Dark Places. 
Trans, by J. E. Ryland. 35. 6d. 


KIBStiDKaSK LIED. The 
Xiay of the Klbelungs, metrically 
‘ translated from the old German 
- by Alice Horton, and edited 
’ : i^EdwardBell, M.A. To which 
' ' is prefixed the Essay on the Nibe- 
\ - luogen Lied by Thomas Carlyle. 


: KBW TESTAMENT (The) in 
, . eStteeSL. Griesbach’s Text, with 
yiHous Readings at the^oot of 
^ ■ : the pegCf «tnd Parallel References 
in the margin; also a Critical 
r. ; Ihtt^uction and Chronological 
'Tablesi. By an eminent Scholar, 

' % Or^ and English Lexicon, 

tard lMtion* revised and corrected. 

of Greek Manu- 
9Popafi«s. 5J. 


’lexicon may be had sepa- 




S Hlrtory of the 
Origin, Progress, 

|^ and Designs. With 8 

Ss. ♦ 


V 

NORTH (R.) Lives of the Right 
Hon. Francis North, Baron Gufid- 
ford, the Hon. Sir Dudley North, 
and the Hon. and Rev. Dr. John 
North. By the Hon. Roger 
North. Together with the Auto- 
biography of the Author. Edited 
by Augustus Jessopp, D.D. 3vols. 
3J. 6ii, each. 

NqGENT’S (Lord) Memorials 

•of iBDampden, his P^rty and 
Times. With a Memoir of the 
Author, an Autograph Letter, and 
Portrait. 3s. 

OLD ENGLISH OHRON- 
ICliES, including Kthelwcrcfs ' 
Chronicle, As'-cr\ Life of Alfred, 
(jcoflVey of M»mmouth*s British 
History, (jildas, Nennius, and the 
spurious chrotiiclc of Richard of 
Cirencester. Edited by J. A, 
Giles, J).C.L. SO- 
CMAN (J. C.) The Great Indian 
Eplos : the Stories of the RamAip 
YANA and the MahabiiaratA. 
By John Campbell Oman, Prin- 
cipal of Khalsa College, Amritsar. 
With Notes, Appendices, and 
Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 

ORDERIOUS VITALIS' Eoole- 
Blastloal History of England 
and Normandy. Translated by 
T. Forester, M.A. To which is 
added the Chronicle of St. 
Evroult. 4 vols. 5r. each. 

OVID’S Works, complete. Literally 
translated into Prose. 3 vols. 
5f. each. 

PASCAL’S Thou^ts. Translated 
from the Text of M. Auguste 
Molinier by C. Kegan Paul. 3rd 
Edition. 3r. 6d. 

PAULI’S (Dr. R.) Lilb 01 Alfred 
the Great. Translated from the 
German. To which is appended 
Alfred’s Anolo*Sa:«ON VwptsiOir 
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OF Okosius. With a literal 
Translation inlerpaged, Notes, 
and an Anglo-Saxon Grammar 
and Glossary, by B. Thorpe. 5r. 

PAITSANIAS’ Description of 
Greece. Newly translated by A. Jl. 
Shilleto, M.A. 2 vols. 55. each. 

FSABSON’S Exposition of the 
Greed. Edited by E. W?lf<rd, 
M.A. c5f. ‘ ^ 

PEPYS’ Diary and Correspond- 
ence. Deciphered by the Rev. 
J. Smith, M.A., from the original 

^ Shorthand MS. in the Pepysian 
Library. Edited by LordiBray- 
brookc. 4 vols. With 31 En- 
gravings. 5r. each. 

PEROY'S Hellques of Ancient 
English Poetry. With an Essay 
on Ancient Minstrels and a Glos- 
sary. Edited by J. V. Pritchard, 
A.M. 2 vols, 3 j. 6<f. each. 

PERSIT7S.~5'^^ Juvenal. 

PETRARCH’S Sonnets, Tri- 
umphs, and other Poems. 
Translated into English Verse by 
various Hands. With a Life of 
the Poet by Thomas Campbell. 
With Portrait and 15 Steel En- 
gravings. $s, 

PHILO -JUDiETTS, Works of. 
Translated by Prof. C. D. Yonge, 
M.A. 4 vols. 5r. each. 

PICKERING’S History of the 
Races of Man, and their Geo- 
graphical Distribution. With An 
Analytical Synopsis op the 
Natural History of Man by 
Dr. Hall. With a Map of the 
World and 12 coloured Plates. 5r.. 

' PINDAR. Translated into Prose 
by Dawson W. Turner. To which 
is added the Metrical Version by 
Abraham Moore. <{^. 


PLANCh£ History of British . 
Costume, from th^^Earliest Time* 
to the Close of the Eighteenth • 
Century. By J. R, PlwcM, 
Somerset Herald. With upwands 
of 4bo Illustrations. p 

PLATO’S. Works. Literally^trans- 
lated, With Introduction and • 
Notes. 6 vols. $s. each. 

I.-rThe ' ATOlogf of Socrates, 

Crito, Phsedo, Gorgias, Pro- 
tagoras, Phsedrus, l%e»tetus, 
Ruthypbron, Lysis. Trans- 
lated by the Rev. H. Carey. 

II. — The Republic, Timseus, and 

Critias. Translated by Henry 
Davis. 

III. — Meno, Euthydemus, The 

Sophist, Statesman, Cratylus, 
Parmenides, and the Banquet. 
Translated by G^ Burges. 

IV. — Philcbus, Charmides, Laches, ' 

Menexenus, Ilippias, Ion, 

The Two Alcimades, The- 
ages, Rivals, Hippmchus, ^ 
Minos, Qitopho, Efusties. 
Translated by G. Burges. 

V.— The Laws. Translated by 
G. Burges. 

VI.— The Doubtful Works. Trans- 
lated by G. Burges. 

Summary and Analyala of 

the Dialogues. With Analytical 
Index. By A. Day, LL.D. 5^., 
PLAUTUS’S Comedies. Trans- 
lated >y II. T., Riley, M.A. 2 
vols.' 5r. eachv . ‘v 

FLINT’S Natural 
Translated by the laUi .^ 1 '' 

Bostock, M.D., F.R«S., mtd 3 &. Ti\r . y 
Riley, M.A. 6 vols. 

PLINY. The Lettm jof >P]j^l^ 
the Younger. MdroothV ' 

lation, revised by 
T. Bosanquet, M.A.' 

FLOTlNXrS, Sateet- 
Translated by Thorny 
With an Introductioo 
the substance of Porphyil^ 
tinus. Edited by G. 

B.A., M,R.A:s. ^5 ^. ' 
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•BXitmSOBIS Lives. Translated 
• , by A. Stewart, M.A., and George 
Long, M.A. 4 vols? 3J. 6a?'. each. 

MdxalS. TheosophicalJ^ssays. 
TIanslated by C. W. King, M.A. 

>•* 

Morals. Ethical Essays. 
Insisted by the Rev. A. R. 
Shilleto, M.A.* 5J. ^ 


POETRY OF AMERICA. Se- 
lections from One Hundred 
American Poets, from 1776 to 
1876. By W. J. Linton- 3^, 6^f. 

POLITIOAL CYCLOP-ffiSDIA. 
A Dictionary of Political, Con- 
stitutional, Statistical, and Fo- 
rensic Knowledge; forming a 
Work of Reference on subjeets of 
Civil Administration, Political 

• Economy, Finance, Commerce, 
Laws, and Social Relations. 4 
vols. 3r. (id. each. 

POPE’S Poetloal Works. Edited, 
with copious Notes, by Roljcrt 
Carruthers. With numerous Illus- 
IratioDS. 2 vols. 5J. each. 


— — Homer’s Iliad. Edited by 
the Rev. J. S. Watson, M.A. 
Illustrated by the entire Series of 
Flaxman’s Designs. 5 j. 


Homer’s Odyssey, with the 

Battle of Frogs and Mice, I lymns, 
. \ &C.. bv other translators.® Edited 



„ man’s Designs. Sr. 


: Idfc, Including many of his 

> .Letters. By Robert Carruthers. 
^ With numerous Illustrations. 5 ^* 


Prose Tales: The 
: , . Captain’s Daaghter—Doubrovsky 
* Queen of Spades — An 

^ \ Snow Storm — ^The Post- 

X* The Coffin Maker — 

> Kidgidir-The Egyptian Nights— 
'.e Peter the Great’s «egro. Trans- 
it bted by T. Keane. 31. 6d. 


PRESCOTT’S Conquest of 
Mezloo. Copyright edition, with 
the notes by John Foster Kirk, 
and an introduction by G. P. 
Winship. 3 vols. 3s. 6d, each. 

Conquest of Peru. Copyright 

edition, with the notes of John 
Foster Kirk. 2 vols. jr. 6d. each. 
— Reign of Ferdinand and 
Isabella. Copyright edition, 
• wiflh the notes of John Foster 
Kirk. 3 vols. 3 -^' 6£/.*each. 
PROPERTIUS. Translated Ijy 
Rev, P. J. F. Gantillon, M,A,, 
and accomixinied by Poetical 
Versions, from various source. 
3sM. • 

PROVERBS, Handbook of. Con- 
taining an entire Republication 
of Ray’s Collection of English 
Proverbs, with liis additions ftom 
Foreign I.Anguages and a com- 
plete Alphabetical Index; in which 
are introduced large additions as 
well of Proverbs as of Sayings, 
Sentences, Maxims, and Phrasesp 
collected by IL G. Bohn. 5 ^* 
PROVERBS, A Polyglot Of 
Foreign. Comprising French, 
Italian, German, Dutch, Spanish, 
Portuguese, and Danish. With 
English Translations & a General 
Index by H. G. Bohn. 5 ’'‘ 
POTTERY AND PORCELAIN* 
and other Objects of Vertu. Com- 
prising an Illustrated Catalogue of 
the Bernal Collection of Works 
of Art, with the prices at which 
they were sold by auction, and 
names of the possessors. To which 
are added, an Introductoiy Lecture 
on Pottery and Porcelain, and an 
Engraved List of all the known 
Marks and Monograms. By Henry 
G. Bohn. With numerous Wood 
Engravings, Jj. ; or with Coloured 
Illustrations, lOr. 6d, 

PROUT’S (Father) RellquM. Col- 
lected and arranged by Rev. F. 
Mahony. New issue, with 2X 
Etchings by D. Maclise,^ R*A# 
Nearly 600 pages.. 5^. 
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QUINTILIAN’S Institutes of 
Oratory, or Education of an 
Orator. Translated by the Rev. 
J. S. Watson, M.A. 2 vols. s. 
j pa^ hr 

BAOINN’S (Jean) Dramatlo 
Works. A metrical English ver* 
sion. By R. Bruce Boswell, M. A. 
Oxon. 2 vols. 3f. 6(/. each. 

RANK£;;S Hlstorr of tbo 

during the La^l Four Centuries. 
Translated by K. Foster. Mrs. 
Foster’s translation revised, with 
considerable additions, by G. R. 
Dennis, B.A. 3 vols. p. (id, each. 
— History of Servla and the 
Servian Involution. With an 
Account of the Insurrection in 
Bosnia. Translated by Mrs. Kerr. 
3^. (id, 

REOBEATIONS in SHOOTING. 
By ‘ Craven.* With 62 Engravings 
on Wood after Harvey, and 9 
^ Engravings on Steel, chiefly after 
A. Cooper, R.A. p. 

BENNIE’S Insect Arohiteoture. 
Revised and enlarged by Rev. 
J. G. Wood, M.A. With 186 
Woodcut Illustrations. 51. 

REYNOLD’S (Sir J.) Literary 
Works, Edited by H. W. Beechy, 
2 vols. 3s. 6d, each. 

RIQABDO on the Principles of 
Political Economy and Taza> 
tlon. Edited by £. C. K, Conner, 
M.A. Sr. 

RICHTER (Jean Paul Friedrich). 
Levana, a Treatise on Education: 
together with the Autobiography 
(a Fragment), and a short Fre- 
• fatory Memoir. 31. 6d. 

Flower, Fruit, and Thom 
Pieces, or the Wedded life, Death, 
and Marriage of Firmian Stanis- 
laus Siebenkaes, Parish Advocate 
! in the Parish of Kuhschnapptel. 

Newly traaflated by Lt* Col. Alex. 
/ Ewing. p.6d 


BOOSB DB HOtoSblSSW'iP’ 
nals of English History,^ , 
prising the History Of 
and of other Countries , ttf. .. 

froih A.D. 732 to A;P* 
Translated by H. T. Rileys 
2 vols, ' *55. each. ' ' 

ROGER OF ViTENDOVBit^S 
Flowers 'of Hf^tbry, compris^Jr 
the History of England ^ 

Descent of the SaxOns to A* 0 »\. 

1 235, formerly ascribed to MatSihw 
Paris. Translated bv J. A. GUei, 
D.C.L. 2 vols. 5r.eacl|. . . 

[ Fio/. //, out nffrtnf, 

ROME in the NINETEEX^fM 
CENTURY. Conlaini^ a qom- - 
pleie Account of the Ruins of the ' . 
Ancient City, the Remains of tbe% 
Middle Ages, and thO MonnUKUts v; 
of Modern Times. ByC.A.]^toii. ! 
With 34 Steel Engravings. 2 vols. 

5?. each. 

^^Burn. 


ROSCOE’S (W.) Life and PontlV 
floate of Leo 2 L Final edfldott,- ^ 
revised by Thomas Rcsoce^ a < 
vols. 3s, 6d, each, \r'^ 

Life of Lorenao do* 

called *the Magnificent** With C' 
his poems, letters, Ac. 

Edition, rerised, with Meinoiir, / 7 
Roscoe by his Son* 

BUSSIA. 

earliest Period, 
the most authmtic 
Walter K. Kelly. 

.voU. 

SAlJiUST, TLOBin^l 
LBIUS 
Tnuislated J. j 

5 J, 

SOHILLEB’EfWdlU; 
by various haada^ ’'ft 
eadi:- ' 

I.--Histoiy^'t&d* 

War. 
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WkKS continued. 

. * of the Revolt in the 

* ^ . Netnerlands, the Trials of 

. f ' Counts Egmont and yorn, 

• theSiege of Antwerp, and 
\ thilfiDisturbanc^n France 

' preceding the Reign o( 

Bcniv rV. 

. V. I{|.«^Don durlbs, Mhry Stuart, 
Maid of Orleans, Bride of 
Messina, together with the 
Use of the Chorus in 
Tragedy (a short Essay). 

Iliese Dramas are all 
translated in metre. 

„ iV.— Robbers (with Schiller's 
original Preface), Fiesco, 
Love and Intrigue, De- 
metrius, Ghost Seer, Sport 
. of Divinity. 

• The Dramas in this 
volume are translated into 
Prose. 


V.-^Poems. 

VI.— Essays, AEsthelicalandPhilo- 
sopbical 

Vlli— WaUenstein’s Camp, Pic- 
A , colotnini and Death of 

: Wallenstein, William Tell. 

i'ioailiLiB »nd GOETHE. 

/ Oofx^flipondoiioe between, from 
.i <.kah 1794- 1805. Translated by 
•i‘ H' Pont Schmitt, avols. jr. 6rf. 
Jc-eadi* ^ 


Rev. A. J. W. Mor- 
3r. 6d. 

-the Hlfltory of 
.^"'Ancient and Modern. 
dfiromtheGerman. $s. 6 u. 
i OH the PhlloBophy 
.iTianslated by J. B. 

_Ii*8 XjeotttM on 
together with 
i^lShdtiires entitled Caesar and 



Alexander, and The Beginning of 
our History. Translated by L* 
Purcell and R. 11 . Whitetock. 
3f. 6 cl. 

iBathetlo and Mlsoellaiieous 

Works. Translated by E. J. 
Millington. 31. 6 d. 

SCHLEGEL (A. W.) Leoturos 
on DramaUo Art and Literature. 
J^nblated by J. Black. Revised 
Edition, by the Rev. A. J. W. 
Morrison, M.A. 3 j. Od. 

SOHOPENHAUER on the Four- 
fold Root of the Principle of 
Siifilclent Reason, and On tlm 
Will in Nature. Translated by 
Madame Ilillebrand. 5 ^* 

Essays. Selected and Trans* 

lated. With a Biographical Intro- 
duction and Sketch of bis Philo- 
sophy, by E. Belfort Bax. 5 '^* 

SOHOUW’S Earth, Plants, and 
Man. Translated by A, Henfrey. 
With coloured Map of the Geo-^ 
graphy of I'lants. 

SCHUMANN (Robert), li is Life 
and Works, by August Keissmann. 
Translated by A. L. Alger. 3j. 6 d. 

Early Letters. Originally pub- 

blished by his Wife. Translated 
by May Herbert. With a Preface 
by Sir George Grove, D.C.L. 
y. 6d. 

SENECA on Benefits. Newly 
translated by A. Stewart, M,A. 
y. 6 d. 

Minor Essays and On Clam- 

enoy. Translated by A. Stewart, 
M.A, sr. 

SHAKESPEARE DOCU- 
MENTS, Arranged by D. H* 
Lambert, B.A. y. 

SHAKESPEARE'S Dramatlo 
Art. The Plistory and Character 
of Shakespeare’s Plays. By Dr^. 
Hermann Ulrici. Translate by 
L« Dora Schmits. gvoU* y*^ 
eadb. 
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SHAKBSPEAJIHI (WlUlam). A 
Literary Biography by Karl Elze, 
Ph.D., IX. D. Translated by 
L. Dora Schmitz. 51. 

SHARPE (S.) The History of 
E^ypt, from the Earliest Times 
till the Conquest by the Arabs, 
A.D* 640. By Samuel Sharpe. 
2 Maps and upwards of 400 Illus- 
trative Woodcuts. 2 vols. fr.oach. 

SHERiBAN’S Dramatlo Works, 
Complete. With Life by G. G. S. 

SISMONDrs History of the 

' Literature of the South oi 
Europe. Translated by Thomas 
Roscoe. 2 vols. 3J, 6 iL each. 

SMITH'S Synonyms and An- 
tonyms, or Kindred Words and 
their Opposites. Revised Edi- 
tion. 5r. 

Synonyms Discriminated. 

A Dictionary of Synonymous 
Words in the English Language, 
showing the Accurate signification 
of words of similar meaning. 
ICdited by the Rev. H. Percy 
Smith, M.A. 6^*. 

SMITH’S (Adam) The Wealth of 
Nations. Edited by E. Belfort 
Bax. 2 vols. 31. 6 d, each. 

Theory of Moral Sentiments. 

With a Memoir of the Author by 
Dugald Stewart. 3r. 6*/. 

SMYTH’S (Professor) Lectures 
on Modem History, a vols. 
3r. 6 d. each. 

SMYTH’S (Professor) Lectures 
on the French Revolution. 

, 2 vols. 3j. 6^f. each. 

SMITH’S (Pye) Geology and 
Scripture. 2nd Edition, ^s, 

,S!M 0 LLETT’S Adventures 01 
Roderick Random. With short 

« Memoir £U\d Bibliography, and 

" ^ Cfuikshank’s Illustrations. 31. 6^. 


SMOLLETT’S iadventuves Sf 
Peregrine Pickle. With 
graphy (ind Croikshank’s Ulus* 
trations. 2 vols. p, 6 d. ea^. 

1 The Expedition of fHum-" 

phrypilnker. With BibKography 
and Gfuikshank’s Illustrations. <> 
3r. 6^. ^ 

SOCRATES (sumamed ‘StAiOUup;: 
tlous’). The Ecclesiastical Hla* 
tory of (A. D. 305-445). translated 
from the Greek, 5^, 

SOPHOCLES, The .Tragedies of.. 
A New Prose Translation, with 
Memoir, Notes, &c., by E. P. 
Coleridge, M.A. 5>. 

SOUTHEY’S Life of Nedson. , 
With Portraits, Plans, and up- 
wards of 50 Engravings on Steel 
and Wood. 5 j. 

Life of Wesley, and the Rise 

and Progress of Methodism. 5.r. 

Robert Southey. The Story 

of his Life written in his Letters. 
Edited by John Dennis, js, &/• 

SOZOMEN’S Ecoleslastlcal His- 
tory. Translated from the Greeks 
Together with the Ecci^BSiASTi^ 
CAL History of Philostor* 
Gius, as epitomised ^ Pholiua 
Translated by Rev. E. Walfbrd* 
M.A. 5^ 


SPINOZA’S Chief Works. Trans^ -, 
laied, with Introducticmiby 
Elwes. 2 vols. 5 j. eailbli* ' . 


STANLEY’S OlasstOed SyUopglg^f 
of the Principal 
Dutch and FlenrisI;^' 

By George Stanley^ ^ ^ 

STARLING’S (Mliig)Ndbli&SM^ ^ 
of Women. With 14 
gravlngs. gr. ^ 

STAUNTON’S 

Handbook. 

Ohess Praxis. A 

to the Ch^-playeris vHani^^ 



^3 



Ohesa - player’a 
1 • OoflOlMUkiOli. Comprising a Trea> 
on Odds, Collection of Match 
Oames, and a Selection of Original 
lfoJ)lem 3 . Ss. 0 

^ 0)1688 Toumament of 1851 . 
With Introduction andd^otes. 5^. 


Swirr’s Prose Works. 

n. — The Journal to Stella. Edited 
by Frederick RyIand,M.A. 
With 2 Portraits and Fac- 
simile. 

III.& 1 V . — ^Writings on Religion and 
the Church. 


STpOESCABBT’S Experimental 
i OheiailstiT- **Edited^by C. W. 
Heaton, F.C.S. 51. 

' STOWE (Hjnii.H.B.)nnole Tom’s 
Cabin. Illustrated. 3^. 6 ^. 

STRABO'S* Geographr. Trans- 
lated by W. Falconer, M.A., 
and H. C. Hamilton. 3 vols. 
$s. each. 

STBIOKliAKD’S (Agnes) Idves 
of the Queens of England, from 
,thc Norman Conquest. Revised 
Edition. With 6 Portraits. 6 vols. 

51. each. 


V.— Historical and Political 
Tracts (English). 

^f.-»-The Drapier’s Letters. 
With facsimiles ef Wood’s 
Coinage, &c. 

VII. — Historical and Political 
Tracts (Irish). 

VIII. — Gulliver’s Travels. Etlited 
* by G. R. Dennis. WMi 
Portrait and Maps. 

IX. —Contributions to I’eriodicals. 

X.— Historical Writings. 

XI. — Literary Essays. 

XII. — Index and Bibliography, I'ix. 

[/» preparation. 


Life of Mary Queen of Scots. 

8 vols. S^. each. 

Lives of the Tudor and Stuart 

Prlnoesses. With Portraits. 5^ 

8*tC‘ABT and BEVETT’S AnU- 
quitles'' of Athens, and other 
Monuments of Greece. With 71 
IPlates engraved on Steel, and 
numerous Woodcut Capitals. 51. 

gtmTONIUS’ Lives of theTwelve 
Gsesidm and Lives of thtf Cram- 
er.; marlaBB. Thomson’s translation, 
^ - v revised by T. Forester. 5r. 


. flWtElF’S Prose Works. Edited 
• T^e Scott. With a Bio- 

V' Introduction by the Right 

H. Lecky, M.P. 
: ' ■ With , Portraits and Facsimiles. 
' - V ,1^ vols. 3f. each. 

Weis, L-XL ready , 



;i ;.-*4 Tale of a Tub, The Battle 
' tbe Books, and other 
' early ^orks. Edited by 
Temple Scott, With a 
Bicmphlcal Introduction 


by W. E. H. Lecky. 


TACITUS. The Works of. Liter- 
ally translated. 2 vols. 5/. cacHf 

TASSO’S Jerusalem Delivered. 
Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by J. 11 . Wiffen. With 8 
Engraving.s on Steel and 24 Wood- 
cuts by Thurston. 51. 

TAYLOR’S (Bishop Jeremy) 
Holy Living and Wng. 3^.6^, 

TEN BRINK.— BRINK. 

TERENCE and FHiEDRUS. 
Literally uanslatedbyH.T. Riley, 
M. A. To which is added, Smart’s 
Metrical Version of Phiicdrus. 5i. 

THEOCRITUS. BION, MOS- 
CHUS.audTYRTASUS. Uter- 
ally translated by the Rev. J. 
Banks, «M.A. To which are ap- 
pended the Metrical Versions of 
Chapman. $1. 

THEODORET and EVAaRXUS. 
Histories of the Church from A.»t 
332 to A.ii. 427; and from Kpt 

" 431 to A. u. 544. Translated. $fc 
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An Alphabetical List of Books 


THIEBRT’3 History of the 
Conquest of England by the 
Konnans. Translated by Wil- 
liam Haalitt. 2 vols. td. each. 

THUCYDIDES. The Pelopon- 
nesian War. laterally translated 
by the Rev. H. Dale. 2 vols. 
bd, each. 

An Analysis and Summary 

of. By J. T. Wheeler. ^ 

THUDidHUM (J. L. W.) A Troa- 
tlse on Wines. Illustrated. 5^. 

URE'S (Dr. A.) Cotton Manufac- 
ture of G-reat Britain. Edited 
* by P. L. Simmonds. 2 vols_ 5 j. 
each. 

Philosophy of Manufactures. 

Edited by P. L. Simmonds. yj. 6^. 

VASARIB Dives of the most 
Eminent Painters, Sculptors, 
and Architects. Translated by 
Mrs. J. Foster, with a Commen- 

4 tary by J. P. Richter, Ph.D. 6 
vols. 3r. 6f/. each. 

VIRGIL. A Literal Prose Trans- 
lation by A. Hamilton Bryce, 
LL.D. With Portrait 3f. 6rf. 

VOLTAIREB Tales. Translated 
by R. B. Boswell. Containing 
Bebouc, Memnon, Candide, LTn- 
g^nu, and other Tales. 35. td, 

WALTON'S Complete Angler. 
Edited by Fidward Jesse. With 
Portrait and 203 Engravings on 
Wood and 26 Engravings on 
Steel. 5r. 

— Lives of Donne, Hooker, dsc. 

; New Edition revised by A. H. 

; Sullen, with a Memoir of Izaak 
' Walton by Wm. Dowling. With 

< , ' numerous Illustrations. 5r. 

; WEfcLlNGTON.Iilfeof. By ‘An 
Old Soldier.' From the materials 
'pi MakWelL With Index and 18 

f‘ ^W-Engrafings. 5x. 


WELIiIH GTOK, 

Maxwell. / : 

WBBHE&’S Temviffrd^r 
Cyprus. Translated by 
Let is. 3s, 6d, . e . v 

WESTROPP (B. M.) A 
book of^Arohseology, Egyptli^i.’ : 
Greek, Etroooan, Rcumiift- 

trated. Hsr. 

WHITE’S Natural bf}: 

Selbome. With Not^ by Sfe; 
William Jardine. Editi^l . 

ward Jesse* With t^o Pbrtniitu 
and coloured Plates. “ 51. 

WHEATLEY’S A Rational Xl^- 
tratlon of the Book of Comm^' 
Prayer. 31.6^. 

WHEELER’S Noted Names of 
FioUon, Dictionary >of. 5x. 

WIESELER’S ChronolQi^oai . 
Synopsis of the Four Goivo^ ^ 
Translated by the Rev. CanCU ' 
Venables. 3s» 6d. 


WILLI AMofMALMESBURTS . 
Chronicle of the Kings of Engv : 
land. Translated by the Rcv.^J; ; 
Sharpe. Edited by J, A. .Gil^ ^ 
D.C.L. sx. ' . : / V t,: 


XENOPHON’S WoafkS. 
lated by the Rev. J* S. 

M.A., and Ihe Rev. H. Dale;. In 
3 vols. 5x. each. j 


YOUlfG (Arthur). Tra^ ltL^^ 
France during tho 
1788* and 1788. 

M. Betham Edwards.- . 

Tour in 

General 

177a - 79» 

IIutton.^WitlLjC ^]^^^ 


YULE-TIDE 
lection of Scandioiliii^lM 
German Popular 





1 YO'RK ‘LIBRARY 

• • • 

A SERIES OF REPRINTS ON THIN PAPER. 

%t^ .0sciaily demined title pa and endpapers. 

V. ;Wy Fcap. 8v^. in cloth, 2S. net; 

’ In leather, 3s. net. 

► Yoik Library is noticeable by reason of the wistlotn and intelli- 

' 1*^ ^he choice of unhackneyed classics. ... A most 

^tttaiktve series^if reprints. . . . The size and style of the volume.s are 
wjiat they should be.* — Bookman.^ * 0 

‘ • Tke following volumes are now ready : 

CHARLOTTE BRONTE’S JANE EYRE. 

BURNEY’S EVELINA. Edited, with un Introduction and 
Notosj by Annie Raine Ellis. • 

IS.VRNIEY’S CECILIA. Edited by Annik Raine Ei.us. 2 vols, 

BURTON'S ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY. Edited by the 
Rev, A. R.Shilleto, M.A.,*with Introduction by A. II. Pullkn. 3 vols, 

BURTON’S (SIR RICHARD) PILGHIMACiK TO AL- 
MADINAH AND MECCAH. With Introduction by Stanley Lane- 
PooLte. a vols. 

CERVANTES’ DON QUIXOTE. Morneux’s Translation, re- 
" vised. With Lockhart’s Life and Notes. 2 vols. 

/CLASSIC TALES : Johnson’s Kassela.s, 

‘ ' op WAKfcFiELD, Sterne's Sentimental Journey, Walpoles 
" Cattle of Otranto. With Introduction by C. S. Fearlnsidb, M.A. 

iffeoLtRlDGE’S AIDS TO REFLECTION, and the Confessions 

of dn Inquiring Spirit. 

•'COLERIDGE’S FRIEND. A series of Essays on Morals, 
^ Political Religion. 

COLERJDGE’S TABLE TALK AND OMNIANA. Arranged 
" , ,«Ui 4 Edited by T. Ashe, »A. 

^l^fcfeRIDGE’S LECTURES AND NOTES ON SHAKE- 
^ and other English Poet.s. Edited by T. Ashe. 15. A. 

HISTORY OF THE INTELLECTUAL DE- 
^ fgI^IE^^^ OF EUROPE. 3 vols. 

EGYPTIAN PRINCESS. Translated by E. S. 

ADAM BEDE. 

WORKS. A new edition in 5 volumes, with the 
$oUaied by George Sampson. 

JONES (2 vols.), AMELIA (i vol.), JOSEPH 

sywia's lovers. 




The York * Library— 

GESTA ROMANORUM, or Entertaining Moral StoriBS in- 
venifKl by the Monks. Translated froS-' th^L^tin^by the Rev. Chabl^ 
Swan. Revised edition, by Wynnard Hooper, M.A, , 

GOETHE’S FAUST. Translated by Anna Swanwick, LL,Q^ ' 

Revised edition, with an Introduction and Bibligriraphy by KARL BrbBU ^ 
Litt.D.. Ph.D. 

GOETHE’S POETRY AND TRUTIJ FROM MY OWN LfFE* 
Translated by M. Steele-Smith, with Introduction and Bibliography by 
, Karl Rrfatl, Litt.D. e 

HAWTHORNE’S TRANSFORMATIOl? (The Marble AUSt) * , 

HOOPER’S WATERLOO : THE DOWNFAJ.L OF THE 

FIRST NAFOIJilON. Maps and Plans. 

IRVING’S SKETCH KOOK. 

IRVING’S KRACEBRIDGE HALL, OR THE HUMOURISTS. 
JAMESON’S SHAKESPEARE’S HEROINES. .Charactcris- ’ , 

tics of Women ; Moral, Poetical, and Historical. 

JLrAMB’S ESSAYS. Including the Essays of Elia, Last Essays 

of Elia, and Eliana. 

MARCUS AURELIUS ANTONINUS, THE THOUGHTS .. 
OK. Translated by George Long, ^.A, With an Essay on Marcus 
Aurelius by Mati hew Arnold. 

MARRYAT’S MR. MIDSHIPMAN EASY. With 8 lUustra- 

tnuions. i vol. PETEK SIMPLE. With 8 Illustrations, i vol. 

MKiNET’S HISTORY OF THE FRP:NCH REVOLUTION, 

fioni 1789 to 1814. 

MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. Cotton’s translation. Revised by , 

W. C. IlAZLITT. 3 vols. 

MOTLEY’S RLSK OF THE DUTCH REPUBLIC. With a 

Ih’ographical Introduction by Moncure D. Conway. 3 vols. 

PASCAL’S THOUGHTS. Translated from the Text of M. ; 

AUGU.STE Molinier by C. Kegan Paul. Third edition. 

PLUTARCH’S LIVES. Translated, with Notes and a Life by ,, 

Aubrey Stewart, M.A,, and George Long, M.A. 4 volsb 

RANKE’S HISTORY OF THE POPES, during the Last Four. : 
Centuries. Mrs. Foster's translation. Revised by G. R. Dennis. 3 vols, " , 

SWIFT’S GULLIVER’S TRAVELS. Edited, with Intfoductioh^ V 

and Notes, by G. R. Dennis, urith facsimiles of the original 

SWIFT’S JOURNAL TO STELLA. Edited, with 

and Notes, by F. Rvland, M, A. , . vl I 

TROLLOPE’S BARSETSHIRE NOVELS.— THE 

(i vol.), BARCHESTER TOWERS (i vol.), DR. THOjlNlI^ 

FRAMLEY parsonage (i vol.). SMALL HOUSE AT 
TON (a vols.), LAST CHRONICLE OF BARSET (a vpls.f, . , V 

VOLTAIRE’vS ZADIG AND OTHER TAL]^. 

R. Bruce Boswell. ' ■' ’ 

ARTHUR YOUNG’S TRAVELS IN FRANCEr ^ttg 1;#! 

«. — o_ -ygg^ lySg, Edited with Introductloa a - - 

WARDS. 

0^^r Volumes are in PreparnHm. 





BELL’3 hanbbooks 

OF 

;T‘HE-Glie'AT MASTERS 

r IN PAINtiNG AND SCULPTURE. 

Edited by G. t. WILLIAMSON, Liit.D. 

NEW ifan CHEAPER REISSUE. 

I'ost 8ro. With 40 Illustrations and Photogravure Frontispiece. 3t. 6 d. net each. 


' The follemmg Volumes ^e ieen issue, I : 

BOTTICELLI. By A. Streeter, and Edition. 

BRUNELLESCHI. By Lbmier Scorr. 

CORREGGIOi By Sklwyn Brinton, M.A. and Edition. 

CARLO CRIVELLI. By G. McNeii. Rushfor ih, M.A. 

. DELLA ROBBIA. By the Marciiesa Bukwmacciii. and Kdmon. 
ANDREA DEL SARTO. By H. Guinness, and Edition. 
DONATELLO. By Ilors Rea., and Edition. 

GERARD DQU. By Dr. W. Martin. Translated l.y (.lara Bdl. 
GAJJDENZIO FERRARI. By Ethel Halsey. 

FRANCIA. By George C. Williamson, Litt.D. 

GIORGIONE. By Herbert Cook, M.A. 

GIOTTO. By F. Mason Perkins. 

FRANS HALS. By Gerald S. Davies, M.A. 

BERNARDINO LUINI. By George C. Williamson, Litt.D. srdEditon. 
LEONARDO DA VINCI. By Edward McCurdy, M.A. 

• -NfANTEGNA. By Maud Cruttwell. 

PERUGINO By G. C. Williamson, Litt.D. and Edition. 
JS??eLLA FRANCESCA. By W. G. Waters. M.A. 
BINTORICGHIO. By Evelyn March I hili.ipps. 

By the Cost essa Lorenzo Priuli-Bo^ 

By J. B. S rouGirroN Holborn, M.A. 

'' '^^AN OTCK. By Lionei. Cust, M.V.O., t .s.a. 

' By R. A. M. Stevenson. Edition. 

al- W a^li^'n. By'EDOCUMBB Staley, B.A. », a w o a * 

l.'^-tS tt.gTlfe v .By Lord Ronald Sutherijind Gower, M.A., F.S.A. 

. Write for IlUistraied Pmte.tiis. 




' V 

Printed at the Chiswick Press, pott 8vo.,* price is, 6 d, net per vohme' 
also a cheaper edition, i j. net per volume ; or net in limp leathe. ; alac 
a few copies, on Japanese vellum, to be sold onlj' in setei price ^ 

volume. ' ';r 

Now Complete in 39 Volumiii, 


ALL’S WELL THAT EN'^S t 
WELL. 

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 
AS YOU LIKE IT. 

COMEDY OF ERRORS. 
CORIOLANUS. 

CYMBELINE. 

HAMLET. 

JULIUS CA2SAR. 

KING HENRY IV. Part I. 
KING HENRY IV. Part IL 
KING HENRY V. 

KING HENRY VI. Part 1. 
‘KING HENRY VI. Part II. 
KING HENRY VI. Part III. 
KING HENRY VIII. 

KING JOHN, 

KING LEAR. 

KING RICHARD II. 

KING RICHARD III. 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 
MACBETH. 

MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 
MERCHANT OF VENICE. 
MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 
MIDSUMMKR.NIGITT’S DREAM. 
MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING^ 
OTHELLO. 

PERICLES. 

ROMEO AND JULIET^ 

THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 
THE TEMPEST. 

TIMON OF ATHENS. 

TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 
TWELFTH NIGHT. 

TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 
WINTER’S TALE. 

POEMS. 

SONNETS. 


‘ A fascinating little edition .’ — Notes and Queries. 

* A cheap, very comely, and altogether desirable eAMsorst^^isitMiHsUr ^ ''r 

But a few years ago such volumes would have been deemed worthy Co be. oousidiM^^ 
editions de luxe. To>day, the low price at which they are oifer^ to me 
prevents them being so regarded.'— 

'Handy in shape and size, wonderfully cheap, btsautllhlly nrintiM? 
bridge text, and illustrated quaintly yet admirably by Mr. Byam 
but praise for it. No one who wants a good and convenient 
excuieuses, discursuses, or even too many notes— can do better ^ 

^bsmbe to this issue : which is saying a good deal in these 

' What we like about these elegant booklets is the attention Uiat h^bt^ 


*** Chiswjick ShaJtespeare may also be had 
fidl %iit back^ price %(is, net, ' , ^ - 


8 to. St. 6 <i. Moh net 

fHE A4^DINE EDITION 

or TEl 

BRIX»ISH POETS. 

^ vWb esoellent edition of the BnfirHsh dasgios* with thoir oompleto texts end 
^ eehoWlj intcodiufldipuii arn eomething very different from the cheap Tolames of 
. .extin^ whidi an jjaet now bo muoh too oommoni— James^t Gazette, 

• * 

'AiLezoononteeriee. Small, handy* and complete.' —Saturday * 


BlalM. Baited by W.M.BoBBetti'. 

Buna. Edited by a. A. Aitken. 

Stab. 

Botlev. Bdited by B. B. Johneon. 

* TOhl* . 

Hifl Son- 

^-Acevi, luw «v.., ..M ... With 

ICemoir hy W. AlUngham. 

Ohatteiricm. Edited by the Bev. 

W. W. Skcat. ICJL 2 toIs. 

ObAUW. BditedbyBr.B. Morris, 

. withMemolr by Sir H. Nicolas. Ovols. 

ObiivobJU, Edited by Jas. Hannay. 
‘V l;f9hb , 

. Edited by T. Ashe, 

B.A. 2v(di, 

OoUioB. Edited by W. Moy 

/IfliomaBe 

OOwper. Edited by John Brace* 
,,‘ir.S.A 3 vole. 

Xtarydezh Eddied by the Eev. B. 
::--iSRadteaftttlL Bevised Edition by 

. With Portrait. 

.Edited by J. Bradshaw, 

ElAtod by the Bev. A. B. 

i«1b. . Bdited by George 
' * wh. , 

t9 -a* tete Lord 
•VhWBt/'WWtC^ .JSdlbia, with k 
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Milton. Edited by Dr. Bradshaw. 

2 voIb. 

Fameei. Edited by Q. A. Aitkeiu 

Pope. Edited by G. B. Dennis. 
With Memoir by John Dennis. 8 vola. 

Prior. Edited by B. B. Johnson. 

2 voU. 

Raleigh and Wotton. With 8o* 
lections from the Writings of other 
OOURTIiT POKTH from to 1350. 
Edited by Yen. Archdeacon flumah, 
ao.ti. e 

Rogers. Bdited by Edward Bell, 
M.A. 

Soott Edited by John Dennis. 

5 TOls. 

Shakespeare's Poems. Edited by 

Wov. A. Dyco. 

Shelley. Edited by H. Buxton 
Forman. 5 voIb. 

Spenser. Edited by J. Payne Gol* 
lier. 6 vola. 

Surrey. Edited by J. Yeowall. 
Swift. Edited by the Bev. J. 

Mitforit 3 xols. 

Thomson. Edited by the Bev. D. 
C. Tovoy. 2vols. 

Vaughan. Saored Poems and 
Piouf Rjaonlations. Edited by the 
Rev. H.Ljrte. 

Wordsworth. Edited by Brof. 
Dowdon. 7 vols. 

Wyatt. Edited by J. leowell. 

Young. E vole. Edited by, the 
Bev.J. Mitford. 



THE ALL -ENGLAND SERIES. 

HANDBOOKS OP ATHLETIC GAMES. 

* Tho best inatmction on games and sports tho beB<^ artboriMes, at the lowest 
prioes/^Ofl^ord MagMxne. 

SmaU 8vo. doth, Illustratod* Price Is. each* * 


Orloket. By Fbed C. Holland. 
Orloket. By the Hon. and Bev. 
E. Lyttkiiton. 

Croquet. By Lieut. >Gol. the Hon. 

H. 0. Nxbdham. 

Lawn Tennis. By H. W. W. 
WxLBERFOBCB. With a Chapter for 
Ladies, bj Mrs. Hxlltabd. 

Squash Tennis. By Eusiaob H. 

Miles. Double vol. 2s. , 

Tennis ,and Baokets and ^"Flyrs. 
By Julian Marshall, Major J. Speks, 
and Bey. J. A. Ann an Tait. 

Golf. By H. S. 0. Evbraud. 

Double vol. 2s. 

Rowing and Sculling. By Out 

Rixon. 

Kowtug and SouUlng. By W. B. 

Woodoate. 

Sailing. By E.F. Eniobt, dbl.vol. 2s. 
Swimming. By Mabtin and J. 
Baobtbb Corbett. 

Camping out. By A. A. Maodom- 

ELL. Double voL 28. 

Canoeing. By Dr, J« D. Hatwabd. 

Double vol. 2s. 

Mountaineering. By Dr. Olaudb 
Wilson. Double vol. 2s. 
AthletioB. By H. H. Gbiftir. 
Biding. By W. A. Eebb, V.O. 
Double vol. 2s. 

Ladles' Biding. ByW.A.KEBB,y.O. 
Bojdng. By B. G. Allanson-Wznn. 
With Prefatory Note by Bat Mullins. 


Fencing. ^H.A.GolmobbDok»? 
Cycling. ^vH.H.GBimN,Xi.A.O.» 

N. C.TJ., O.T.O. With aOhaptep»le 
Ladbts, by Mias Aosss WOOD. Donbl 
vol. 2s. 

Wrestling. By Walteb Abv- 

STRONO. kew Edition. 

Broadsword and Slnglesticdt,^ 
By B. 0. A](^TjkHS(UbJ7unr and 0. Fkil* 
LIPFB-WOLLSY. 

Gymnastics. By A. F. Jbnkin. 

Double vol. 2s. 

Gymnastic Competition and Dls* 
play Exercises. Compiled by 

F. Grav. 

Indian Clubs. By Q. T. B. Gob- 
BETT and A. F. Jbitkiv. 
Dumb-bells. By F. Gbaf. 
Football — Bugby Game. By 

Harry Vasball. 

Football— Association Game. By 

O. W. Aloock. Revised Edition. 
Hookey. By F. 8. Gbbswbll. 

Now Edition. 

Skating. By Douglas Adams. 

With a Chapter for I^ies, by Mbs L. 
Chsbtham, and a Chapter on Speed 
Skating, by a Fen Skater. Dbl. voL 2s. 
Baseball. By Newton Cbanb, 
Rounders, Fleldball, Bowls, 
Quoits, Carling, SkltUes, Ao. 
By J. M. Walxeb end 0. 0. Mott. 
Danoing. By Edwabd Sootx, 
Double vol. 28. 


THE CLUB SERIES OF CARD AND TABLE GAMES. 


No woll-rogulatod club or country house should be without tbb useful series of 


l)OokB.*-Globe. 


Small 8vo. olotb, Illustrated. ]^ce Is. eaxdi. 


Bridge. By*TBMPLAB.' 

Whist By Dr. Wm. Pole, F.B.S. 
Solo Whist. ByRoBBBTF.GBEEN. 
BiUiards. By Major-Gen. A. W. 
Drayson. F.B.A.S. With a Preface 
byW. J.Peall. 

Hints on Billiards. By J. P. 

Buchanan. Double vol. 28. 

Chess. By Bobebt F, Gbben. 

The Two-Move Chess Problem. 

By B. G. Laws. 

Chess Openings. By 1. Gunsbbbo. 
.Draughts and Backgammon. 

By * BEUKEtSY.* 

Beversl and Go Bang. 

By *Bxbkelet/ 


Dominoes and Solitaire. 

By * Bebkeley.* 

B^sique and Oribbage. 

By ‘ Berkeley.^ 

]£oart6 and Euohre. 

By * Bbrxblbt.* , , 

Piquet and Bubleon Piquet ^ ; 

^*BBBKKLBY.* • A;. 

Skat. By Louie Diibl, , 

%* A Skat SoQrtng-book. Is. 

Bound GameSn Indiiidiitg^ P(dc^ 
Napoleon Leo, Vlagte^, Acb , ih 
Bazteb-Wbat* 

Parlour and PUtygreniid GaaMft 

By His. LAvaaycnChMm 





BELL’S ■ CATHEDRAL SERIES. 

Profusely IlkiStrcSed^fStloth, crown %vo, is, M, net each, 

ENGLISH CAVHEDRALS. An Itinerary and Description. Comptlcd by Jamiss G. 
^ (|iLCHRiST, A.lM.y M.D. Revised and edited with an Iniruduction on Cathedral 
Architecture by the T. Perkins, M.A., F.R.A.S. 

BANGOR. By 9 . B. Ironside Bax. 

BRISTOL. By H. J. L. T. Massi?., M.A. 

CANTERBURY. By hSrtlf.y Withers. 5th Edition. 

OARLISLE. By C. Ei.ey. 

CHESTER. By CftvRLES Hiatt. 3rd Edition. 

CHICHESTER. By H. C. Corlktth, A.R.I.B.A. and Edition. 
DURHAI^^By K. Bygatk, A.R.C.A, 3rd Edition. 

ELY. By Rev. W. 1 ). Swrkiino, M.A.^rml Kdilion. 

EXETER. By Pekcv Adoleshaw, %A. ^iid Efiition, revi.id. , 
GLOUCESTER. By H, J. L. J. Massi^, M.A. 3rd Edition. 

HEREFORD, By A. Hugh Fistikr, A.R.K. and Eiiiiion, rovisi d. 
LICHFIELD, By A B. CweRTON. and FIdition. 

LINCOLN. By A. F. Kr-NDRicK, B.A. 3rd Edition. 

IJAKDAFF, By K. C. Morgan Wii lmoi r, A R.l B.A. 

. MANCHESTER. By Rev. T, Pkkkins, ^.A. 

NORWICH. By C. H. H. Quennkli . aiul Edition, 

OXFORD. By Rev. Pkkcv Dk^kmkk, M.A. and Edition, revised. 
PETERBOROUGH. By I^^ev. W. 1>. Swr EiiKO. and Kdtiion, revised. 

RIPON< By Cecil Hai lett, B.A, 

ROCHESTER, By G. H. Palmfr, B.A. and Edition, rovUed. 

ST. ALBANS. By Rev. T. Pkkkins, M.A. 

ST. ASAPH, By P. B. Ikonsii.k Bax. 

ST. DAVID’S. By Piiiup Rooson, A.R.I.B.A. 

ST, PATRICK'S, l^UBLIN. By Rev. J. H. Beknakd, M.A., D.D. and Editiojj. 
ST. PAUL'S. By Rev. AitTituR Dimock, M.A, 3rd Edition, revised, 

ST. SAVIOUR’S, SOUTHWARK. By tJhoM'.ic Wf)Ki ky. 

SALISBURY. By Glekson Whitb. 3ul Edition, revised. 

SOUTHWELL, By Rev. Arthur Dimock, M.A. * and Edition, revised. 
WELLS. By Rev. Percy Dfarmer, M.A. srrl Edition. 

WINCHESTER. By P. W. Sergeant. 3rd Edition. 

WORCE.STER. By E. F. Si rangk. and Edition. 

YORK. By A. Clotton-Br(m;k, M.A, 3rd Eililion. 

Uniform with abovt Strict, fToiv reetdy. u. (xi. net each, 

ST. MARTIN'S CHURCH, CANTERBURY. By the Rev. Canoh Routlbdgb, 
M.A., F.S.A. 

BEVERLEY MINSTER. Bf Charles Hxatt, 

WIMBORNE MINSTER and CHRISTCHURCH PRIORY. By the Rev. T, 
PERXIHS, M.A. 

TEWKESBURY ABBEY AND DEERHURST PRIORY. By H. J. L. J. MassA, M.A. 
BATH ABiBEY, MALMESBURY ABBEY, and BRADFORD-ON* A VON CHURCH. 

By Rev. T. Pbrktn^ M.A. 

WESTMINSTER ABBEY. Bv Charles Hiatt. 

THE TEMPLE CHURCH. By Geokgb Woklkv. 

Sa\ BARTHOLOMEW'S, SMITHFIELD. By Gi.okck Wori.by. 
STRATFORD-ON-AVON CHURCH. By Harold Baker. 

BBLL’5 HANDBOOKS TO CONTINENTAL CHURCHES. 

Profusely Illustrated, Crown 8w, cloth ^ 2s, 6d, net each, 

AMIENS. By the Rev. T. Pbrkxms, M.A. 

BAYBUK. By the Rev. R. S. Mylne. 

CHAR'PRES : The Cathedral and Other Churches. By H. J. L. J. Mass^ M.A, 

MONT ST. MICHEL. By H. J. L. J. Mass^, M.A. 

PARIS (NOTRE-DAfifE). By Chahlbs Hiatt. • 

KOTEN : The Cathedral and Other Churches. By the Rev. T. PerkinSi M.A. 
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2348 PAGES. 5000 ILLUSTRATIONS. 
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NEW EDITION, REVISED THROUGHOUT WITH A 
" NEW SUPPLEMEKT OF 25,000 ADDITIONAL 
WORDS AND PHRASES. 


The Appendices comprise a Pronouncing Gazetteer of the WoiMm 
V ocabularies of Scripture, Greek, Latin, and English Proper Names, 
a Dictionary of the Noted Names of Fiction, a Brief History of the 
^English Language, a Dictionary of Foreign Quotations, Words, Phrases, 
f^roverbs, &c., a Biograpihical Dictionary with lO,ooo names, &c., &c. 


Dfi MORRAT. Editor of the ‘ Oxford English Dictionary^ says In this its 
latest form, and with its large Supplement and numerous appendices, it is a wonderful 
volume, which well maintains its ground against all rivals on its own lines. The ' de^i* 
tions.' or more properly, 'explanations of meaning* in ‘ Webster’ have always struck me 
as particularly terse and welUput ; and it U hard to see how anything better could be 
done within the limits,’ 

Professor JOSEPH WRIGHT, M.A., Ph.D., D.C.L,, LL»D., Editor oj 
the ‘ English Dialctt Dictionary ^ says ; — * The iitw edition of " Wclwtcr’s International 
Dictionary " is undoubtedly the most useful and reliable work of its kind in any country. 
No one who has not examined the work carefully would r'*^elicve that such a vast amount 
of lexicographical information could possibly be found within so small a compass/ 

Rev. JOSEPH WOOD, D.D., Head Master oJ Harrow^ says * 1 have alurays 
thought very highly of its merits. Indeed, 1 consider it to bs far the most accurate 
English Dictionary in exr.tence, and much more reliable than the "Century/* For 
daily and hourly reference, " Webster ** seems to me unrivalled.’ 
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The Largest and Latest Abridgment of ‘The International.* 

Pu/l particulars on application. 


LONDON : GEORGE BELL SONS, YORK HOUSE, 
PORTUGAL STREET, W.C. 

5o,opo. S. & 9 . 5.08. 






